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FAEFAGE 


O go about to excuſe half the Defects this 
Abortive Brat is come into the World 
MM with, wou'd be to provoke the Town 
4 . with a long uſeleſs Preface, when tis, I 
8-0) doubt, ſufficiently ſour'd already, by a 
cdeedious Play. 
1 do therefore (with the Humility of a repenting 
Sinner) confeſs, it wants every thing but Length; 
and in that, I hope, the ſevereſt Critick will be pleas'd 
to acknowledge | have not been wanting. But my Mo- 
> deſty will ſure attone for every thing, when the World 
| ſhall know it is ſo great, I am even to this day inſenſi- 
2 ble of thoſe two ſhining Graces in the Play (which ſome 
part of the Town is pleas'd to compliment me with) 
Blaſphemy and Bawdy. 

For my part, I cannot find them out: If there were 
any obſcene Expreſſions upon the Stage, here they are 
in the Print; for I have dealt fairly, I have not ſunk a 
Syllable, that cou'd (tho by racking of Myſteries) be 
rang'd under that Head; and yet I believe with a ſteddy 
Faith, there is not one Woman of a real Reputation in 
Town, but when ſhe has read it impartially over in her 
Cloſet, will find it ſo innocent, ſhe'll think it no Af. 
front to her Prayer-Book, to lay it upon the ſame Shelf, 
So to them (with all manner of Deference) I entirely re- 
fer my Cauſe; and I'm confident they'll juſtify me a- 
eainſt thoſe Pretenders to Good-Manners, who at the 
ſame time, have ſo little Reſpect for the Ladies, they 
wou'd extract a bawdy Jeſt from an Ejaculation, to put 
them out of countenance. But I expect to have theſes 
well-bred Perſons always my Enemies, ſince I'm ſure I 
ſhall never write any thing lewd enough to make them 
my Friends, | 

As for the Saints (your thorough-pac'd ones, I mean, 
with skrew'd Faces and wry Months) I deſpair of them, 
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the World, I thank God I have ſeen them forc'd to it 


had roaſted himſelf up to ſuch a pitch of Vigour, 1 


8 The PREFACE. 


for they are Friends to no body : They love nothing N 


but their Altars and themſelves: They have too much A 


Zeal to have any Charity; they make Debauches in Pie- 
ty, as Sinners do in Wine; and are as quarrelſome in 
their Religion, as other People ate in their Drink: ſo 1 
hope no body will mind what they fay. But if any 
Man (with flat rod Shoes, a little Band, greaſy Hair, 
and a dirty Face, o is wiſer than J, at the Expence of 


being forty Years oider) happens to be offended at a F 


Story of a Cock and a Bull, and a Prieſt and a Bull- 


Dog, I beg tis pardon with all my heart; which, I 1 
hope, 1 ſhall obtain, by earring 12 Words, and 2 4 


this publick Recantation. therefore, for his Sati 


faction, acknowledge l WF when 1 ſaid, they never 


quit their Hold; for in that little time I have liv'd in 


more than once: but next time Il ſpeak with more 
Caution and Truth, and only ſay, they have very good 
Tecth. 

If I have offended any honeſt Gentleman of the 
Town, whoſe Friendſhip or good Word is worth the 
having, I am very ſorry for it; I Hope they'll correct 


me as gently as they can, when they conſider I have 


had no other Deſign, in running a very great Risk, 
than to divert (if po oſſible) ſome part of their Spleen, 
in ſpire of their Wives and their Taxes, 

One word more about the Bawdr, and 1 have done, 
I own the firſt Night this thing was ated, ſome Inde- 


cencies had like to have happen'd, but iwas not my Fault. 


The fine Gentleman of the Play, drinking his Miſ- 


treſs's Health in Nan: Brandy, from ſix in the Morning 


to the time he waddled on upon the Stage in the Evening, 


confeſs I once gave Amanda for gone, and am ſince 
{with all due reſpect to Mrs. Rogers) very ſorry ſhe 
"(cap*t 3 for I am confident a certain Lady (let no one 
rake it 10 herſelf that's handſome) who highly blames 
the Play, for the Barienneſs of the Concluſion, would 
then have allow'd it a very natural Cloſe, 


Firſt 
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Spoken by Miſs Croſs. 


ich, 1 

naking © 

Sal ADIES, this Play in tos much haſfe was writ, 
never J To be o'ercharg'd with either Hlot or It; 

'd in Na, got, conceiv'd, and born in ſix Weiks S ace, 

to it 54 Wit, you kENοũð s as flow in Grow:h — as Grace: 


more Sure it can ne er be ripen'd to your Taſſe; 


good S 7 doubt "will prove, our Author tred too faſt : 
Fer mark en well, who with the Muſes marry, 

f the They rarely do conceive, but thry miſcarry. 
h the ei the bard Fate of thoſe wh” are big with Rhims, 
ret 87111 70 be brought to bed before their Time, 

have O our late Poets Nature few has made ; 

Risk, JT The greateſt part are only ſo by Trade, 
deen, Still want of ſmething brings the ſcribling Ft; 

For want of Money ſome of em have writ, 

done. And others do't, you ſee for want of Witt. 

Inde- Honour, they fanſy, ſummons'em to write, | 
"wc Io out they luz in reſty Nature's ſpight, £ 
Miſ- A, ſome of you ſpruce Beaux do when you ht. 
ning Mc let che Ebb of Wit be neer fo low, 2 
Some Glimpſe of it a Man may hope to ſhow, £ 
*. 1 pon a Theme ſo ample as a Beau; 

ſince , howſorer true Courage may decay, 

y the Perhaps there's not one Smack- Pace here to-day, * 

7 put's bold as Cæſar, to attack a Play. 

ames 

ould 


3 To do the Thing with more Heroicłk Grare; 
Ls fox to ſour you attack the ſirongeft Plarei 


Firſt } 45 


ay, what's yet more, with an undaunted Fate, G 


Thus 


n 
7 | 
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10 The PRO l. o u R. 
You are ſuch Hotſpurs in this kind of Venture, 


Where there's no Breach, juſt there you needs muſt enter. 
But be ad vid 
Len give the Hero and the Critique ver, 
For Nature ſent you on another Score; 


She form'd ber Beau, for nothing but her Whore. 


PROLOGUE on the Third Day; 


Spoken by Mrs. Verbruggen. 


POLOGIES for Plays, Experience ſhews, 

A Are things almoſt as uſeleſs — as the Beaux. 
Whate'er we ſay (like them) we neither move 
Tour Friendſhip, Pity, Anger, nor your Love; 
"Tis Intereſt turns the Globe; let us but find 
The way to pleaſe you, and you'll ſoon be kind : 
But to expect, you'd for our ſakes approve, 
1s juſt as tho you for their ſakes ſhou'd love; 
And that, we do confeſs, we think a Task, 
Which (tho they may impoſe) we never ought to ak. 

This is an Age, where all things we improve, 
But, moſt of all, the Art of making Love, 
In former Days, Women were only won 
By Merit, Truth, and conflant Service done, 
But Lovers now are much more expert grown ; 
They ſeldom wait, i approach by tedious Form 
They're for Diſpaich, for taking you by Storm : 
Quick are their Sieges, furious are their Fires, 
Fierce their Attacks, and boundleſs their Deſires. 
Before the Play's half ended, Il] engage 
To ſhew you Beaux come crowding on the Stage, 


The PROLOGUE. IT 


= Who with ſo little pains have always ſped, 
enter. They'll undertake to look a Lady dead. 
How have I ſhook, and trembling ſtood with Awe, 
| When here, behind the Scenes, I've ſeen them draw 
1 A Comb ; that dead- doing Weapon to the Heart, 
nd turn each powder'd Hair into 4 Dart. 
en 1 have ſeen em ſally on the Stage, 
PDreſvd to the War, and ready to engage, 
I've mourn'd your Deſtiny— yet more their Fate, 
== To think, that aſter Victories ſo great, 
It ſhou'd ſo eften prove their hard Miſhap 
To ſneat into a Lane— and get a Clap. 
= But, huſh ! they're here already, Fil retire, 
And leave them to the Ladies to admire. 
They'll ſhew you Twenty Thouſand Arts and Graces, 8 


= They'll entertain you with their ſoft Grimaces, 
Their Snuff Box, aukward Bows — and ugly Faces, 
In ſhort, they're after all ſo much your Friends, 

vs, 7 That leſt the Play ſhould fail, the Author ends, 8 
They have reſolv'd to make you ſome Amends. 
Between each Act (perform d by niceſt Rules) 

They'll treat you with an Interlude of Fool: : 

3 Of which that you may have the deeper Senſe, 
* The Entertainment at their own Expence. 


nt 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 
Sir Novelty Faſhion, newly created 
Mr, Cibber. Lord F oppington.. N 
Mr. Kent. Young Faſhion his Brother. 
Mr. Verbruggen. Loveleſs, Husband to Amanda. 
Mr. Powel. Worthy, a Gentleman of the Town. 
Sir Tunbelly Clumſey, a Count 
Mr. Bullock. 5 Gentleman. ry 
Mr. Mills, Sir John Friendly, bis Neighbour. 
Mr. Fohnſon. Coupler, a Match- maker. 
Mr. Simpſon. Bull, Chaplain to Sir Tunbelly. 
Mr. Haynes, Strringe, a Surgeon. 
Mr. Dogget, Lory, Servant to young Faſhion. 
Shoemaker, Taylor, Perriwig-ma- 
! ker, Cc. 
? W OME N. 
= Mrs. Rogers. Amanda, Wife to Lovelefd. 
if Berinthia, her Couſin, a young 
5 Mrs. Ferbruggen. Widow. . 
1 Miſs Heyden, a great Fortune, 
me Mrs, Croſ', Daughter 10 Sir Tunbelly. 
bh Mrs. Powel. Nurſe, her Goyernant. 
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na- Being the Sequel of 


The Fool in Faſhion. 


ung 
ne, 


ACTI SCENETI. 


Enter Loveleſs reading. 


aue is that Philoſophy which fays 
B43 Our Heaven is ſeated in our Minds! 
Thro' all the roving Pleaſures of my 
Youth, 
J (Where Nights and Days en) all con- 
| | ſum'd in jov, | 
Where the falſe Face of Luxury 
Diſplay d ſuch Charms, 


as 


- 


14 The RELAPSE; or. 


As might have ſhaken the moſt Holy Hermit, 
And made him totter at his A'tar ;) 
I never knew one Moment's Peace like this. 
Here in this little ſoft Retreat, 
My Thoughts unbent from all the Cares of Life, 
Content with Fortune, 
Eas'd from the grating Duties of Dependance, 
From Envy free, Ambition under foot, 
The raging Flame of wild deftrutive Luſt 
Reduc'd to a warm pleaſing Fire of lawful Love, 
My Life glides on, and all is well within. 
Enter Amanda, 
Lov, meeting : How does the happy Cauſe of my Con- 
her kindly. tent, my dear Amanda? 
You find me muſing on my happy State, | 
And full of grateful Thoughts to Heaven, and you. 
Am, Thoſe grateful Offerings Heaven can't receive 
With more Delight than I do; 
Wou'd 1 cou'd ſhare with it as well 
The Diſpenſations of its Bliſs, 
That I might ſearch its choiceſt Favours out, 
And ſhower em on your Head for ever. 
Lov. The largeſt Boons that Heaven thinks fit to grant. 
To Things it has decreed ſhall crawl on Earth, 
Are in the Gift of Woman form'd like you. 
Perhaps when Time ſhall be no more, | 
When the aſpiring Soul ſhall take its Flight, 
And drop this pond'rous Lump of Clay behind it, 
It may have Appetites we know not of 
And Pleaſures as refin'd as its Defires —— 
But till that Day of Knowledge ſhall inſtruct me, 
The utmoſt Bleſſing that my Thought can reach, 
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[Taking her in his Arms.) Is folded in my Arms, and g 


rooted in my Heart. 
Am. There let it grow for ever. 


Lov. Well faid, Amanda — let it be for ever I 


Wou'd Heayen grant that 
Am. *Twere all the Heaven l'd ask. 


But we are clad in black Mortality, and the dark Curtain 7 


of eternal Night, at laſt muſt drop between us, 


Virtue in Danger. 15 


Lov. It muſt: that mournful Separation we muſt ſee, 
A bitter Pill it is to all; but doubles its ungrateful Taſte, 
When Lovers are to {wa'low tt. 
Am. Perhaps that Pain may only be my Lot, 
FY ou poſſibly may be exempred from it; 
Men find out fofter ways to quench their Fires. 
Tov. Can you then doubt my Conſtancy, Amanda? 
&Y ou'll find *tis built upon a ſteddy Baſis 
TThe Rock of Reaſon now ſupports my Love, 
On which it ſtands ſo fix'd, 
The rudeſt Hurricane of wild Deſire 
W ou'd, like the Breath of a ſoft lumbering Babe, 
Con- "paſs by, and never ſhake it. 
As. Yet ſtill "tis ſafer to avoid the Storm 
The ſtrongeſt Veſſels, if they put to Sea, 
* May poſſibly be loſt. 
xcerVe Wou'd I cou'd keep you here in this calm Port for ever. 
Forgive the Weakneſs of a Woman, 
I am uneaſy at your going to ſtay fo long in Town; 
* 7 I know its falſe inſinuating Pleaſures ; 
I know the Force of its Delufions ; 
I know the Strength of its Attacks 
I know the weak Defenſe of Nature; 
* I know you are a Man and Il —— a Wife, 
i Lov. You know then all that needs to give you Reft, 


Tant. 


For Wife's the ſtrongeſt Claim that you can urge, 
3 When you would plead yur Title to my Heart, 
On this you may depend; therefore be calm, IS 
3 Baniſh your Fears, for they are Traytors to your Peace; 
© Beware of them, they are inſinuating buſy Things 
That goſlip to and fro, and do a world of Miſchief 
4 * come: But you ſhall ſoon be Miſtreſs of em 
8 ail, 
I'll aid you with ſuch Arms for their Deſtruction, 
They never ſhall erect their Heads again. 
You know the Buſineſs is indiſpenſible, that obliges 
Me to go for London; and you have no Reaſon, that I 
, XX Enow of, to believe that I'm glad of the Occaſion : 
* For my honeſt Conſcience is my Witneſs, 
las found a due Succeſſion of ſuch Charms 


is 


— — — 


16 The RELAPSE; or 


In my Retirement here with you, 
I have neyer thrown one roving Thought that way, 
But ſince, againſt my Will, I'm dragg'd once more 
To that uneaſy Theatre of Noiſe, 
I am reſolv'd to make ſuch uſe on't, 
As ſhall convince you 'tis an old caſt Miſtreſs, 
Who has been ſo laviſh of her Favours, 
5 She's now grown Bankrupt of her Charms, 
W And has not one Allurement leftto move me. 
| Am. Her Bow, 1 do believe, is grown ſo weak 
Her Arrows (at this diſtance) cannot burt you, 
| But in approaching 'em, you give em Strength; 
* The Dart that has not far to fly, 
| Will put the beſt of Armour to a dangerous Trial, 
Lov. That Trial paſt, and y'are at eaſe for ever; 
When you have ſeen the Helmet prov'd, 
You'll apprehend no more for him that wears it: 
Therefore to put a laſting Period to your Fears, 
I am reſolv'd. this once, to launch into Temptation, 
I'll give you an Eſſay of all my Virtues; 
| My former boon Companions of the Bottle 
uh Shall fairly try what Charms are left in Wine : 
I'll take my Place amongſt them, 
They ſhall bem me in, 
1 Sing Praiſes to their God, and drink his Glory; 
Turn wild Enthuſiaſts for his fake, 1 
And Beaſts to do bim Honour: 1 1 
Whi'ft 1, a ſtubborn Atheiſt, = 
| Sullenly look on, 
i Without one Reverend Glaſs to his Divinity: - 
| That for my Temperance, 
Then for my Conſtancy 
Am, Av, there take heed, 
Lov. Indeed the Danger's ſmall. 
Am. An? ve: my Fears are great. e. 
| Lov, Why are you ſo timorous ? Ss FY 
Am. B*-caule you are fo boli, | 
Lo. My Courage ſhould diſperſe your Apprebenſion. 
42. My Apprehenfione ſhould alarm your Courage. 
Love Fx, fy» Ananda, it is not kind thus to * 
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X Alittle time ſhall ſhew you they wer - 
This Winter ſhall be the fiery Trial of my Virtue; 


Virtue in Danger. 17 


Am. And yet my Fears are founded on my Love. 
Lov. Your Love then is not founded as it ought ; 


| For if you can believe *:is poſſible 


I ſhou'd again relapſe to my paſt Follies, 
I muſt appear to you a thin 
Of ſuch an undigeſted Compoſition, 
That but to think of me with Inclination, 
W-u'd be a Weakneſs in your Taſte, 
Your Virtue ſcarce cou'd anſwer. 
Am. 'Twou'd be a Weakneſs in my Tongue ; 


2 My Prudence cou'd not anſwer, 
Ik I ſhow'd pre's you farther with my Fears; 


I'll therefore trouble you no longer with em. 

Lov. Nor ſhall they trouble you much longer, 
groun leſs: 
Which, when it once has paſt, 
You'll be convinc'd *twas of no falſe Allay, 
There all your Cares Will end 

Am, —— Pray Heaven they may. 

{ Exeunt Hand in Hand. 


SCENE, Whitehall. 


Enter Young Faſhion, Lory, and Waterman. 


7. Rf as, pay the Waterman, and take the Port- 
mantle, 


Lo, Faith, Sir, I think the Waterman had as good 


| take the Portmantle, and pay bimſelf. 


7. F. Why ſhure there's ſomething left in't! 
Zo. But a — old Waiſ coat, upon my Honour, Sir. 
Y. F. Why, what's become of the blue Coat, Sirrah? 
Lo. Sir, twas eaten at Graveſend; the Reckoning 
came tO thirty Shillings, and your Privy Purſe was worth 
but two Half-Crowns. | 
J. F. Tis very well, 
Mat. Pray Maſter, will you pleaſe to diſpatch me ? 
T. F. Ay, here a— Canſt thou change me a Guinea? 
Lo, afide.) Good, 
; Wat. 


18 The RELAPSE; er, 


Wat. Change a Guinea, Maſter ! Ha, ha, your Ho- 
nour's pleas'd to compliment. 

Y. F. I'gad I don't know how I ſhall pay thee then, 
for 1 have nothing but Gold about me. 


Lo. aſide.) Hum, bum. 

Y. F. What doſt thou expect, Friend? 

Wat. Why, Maſter, ſo far againſt Wind and Tide, is 
richly worth half a Piece. 

T. F. Why, Faith, I think thou art a good conſciona- 
ble Fellow. I'gad, I begin to have ſo good an Opinion 
of thy Honeſty, I care not if I leave my Portmantle 
with thee, till J ſend thee thy Money. 

Hat. Ha! God bleſs your Honour; 1 ſhould be as 
willing to truſt you, Maſter, but that you are, as a Man 


may ſay, a Stranger to me, and theſe are nimble Times; 4 


there are a great many Sharpers ſtirring. [| Taking up 
the Portmanile.) Well, Maſter, when your Worſhip 
ſends the Money, your Portmantle ſhall be forth-com- 
ing; my Name's Tugg, my Wife keeps a Brandy-Shop 
in Drab-Ally at Wapping. | 


T. F. Very well; I' ſend for't to-morrow. [Fx. Wat. 9 
Lo, So — Now, Sir, I hope you'll own yourſelf a 7 


bappy Man, you have outliv'd all your Cares. 
T. F. How fo, Sir? 
Lo. Why you have nothing left to take care of. 


7. F. Yes, Sirrab, 1 have myſelf and you to take 


care of ſtill, 
Lo. Sir, if you cou'd but prevail with ſome body 


elſe 10 do that for you, 1 fanſy we might both fare the 


better for't. 
Y. F. Why, if thou canſt tell me where to apply my- 
felf, I have at preſent ſo little Money, and ſo much Hu- 


mility about me, 1 don't know but 1 may follow a Fool's 
Advice, 


Ls. Why then, Sir, your Fool adviſes you to lay a- 
ſide all Animoſity, and apply to Sir Novelty your elder 'Þ 


Brother. | 
Y. F. Damn my elder Brother. 


Lo. With all my Heart; but get him to redeem your 'Y 
z. F. 


Annuity however. 


By. : 
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mu 
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Virtue in Danger. 19 


r. F. My Annuity ! S'death, he's ſuch a Dog, he 
would not give his Powder-Puft to redeem my Soul, 
To. Look you, Sir, you muſt wheedle him, or you 
= muſt ſtarve. 

. F. Look you, Sir, I will neither wheedle him, nor 
Narve. 
Lo. Why? What will you do then? 
7. F. Il go into the Army? 
To. You can't take the Oaths; you are a Jacobite. 
. F. Thou may'ſt as well ſay 1 can't take Orders 
| © becauſe I'm an Atheiſt. 

To. Sir, I ask your Pardon; I find I did not know 

Sethe Strength of your Conſcience, fo well as I did the 

"EWeakneſs of your Purſe. 

r. F. Methinks, Sir, a Perſon of your Experience 

Ffhould have known, that the Strength of the Conſcience 

proceeds from the Weakneſs of the Purſe, 

To. Sir, I am very glad to find you have a Conſcience 

able to take care of us, let it proceed from what it will; 

but I defire you'll pleaſe to conſider, that the Army a- 

lone will be but a ſcanty Maintenance for a Perſon of 
your Generoſity (at leaſt as Rents now are paid) I ſhall 
ſee you ſtand in damnable need of ſome auxiliary Gui- 
neas for your Menu Plaiſirs ; I will therefore turn Fool 
once more for your Service, and adviſe you to go di- 
rectly to your Brother. 

Y. F. Art thou then ſo impregnable a Blockhead, to 

believe he'll help me with a Farthing ? 

Lo. Not if you treat him, De haut en bas, as you 

Muſe to do, 

T. F. Why, how wou'dſt have me treat him? 

Lo. Like a Trout, tickle him. | 

YT. F. I can't flatte 
Lo. Can you ſtarve? 

J. F. Yes 

Lo. I can't; Good by t'ye, Sir—— [Goinge 

== 7. F. Stay, thou wilt diſtract me. What wou 'dſt 

8 hou have me to ſay to him? 

To. Say nothing to him, apply yourſelf to his Fa- 


IF Yourites, ſpeak to his Perriwig, his Cravat, his Feather, 
his 


f « 

| 20 The RELAPSE; or, 
" his Snuff-box, and when you are well with them | 
' defire him to lend you a Thouſand Pounds. Ii engage i 
| you proſper. I ay 
1 Y. F. S'death and Furies! Why was that Coxcomb | 
thruſt into the World before me? O Fortune For- ; 
tune—— Thou art a Bitch by Gad—— 33 
[Exeunt, Je. 
vor 
Lo 
SCENE, A Dreſſing- Room. of 


Enter Lord Foppington in his Night-Gow?. 


TL. F. RT [ Enter Page. 
P age. Sir. 

T. F. Sir; Pray, Sir, do me the Fayour to teach out 
Tonges the Title the King bas thought fit to honour me | 
With. | 

Page. I ask your Lordſhip's pardon, my Lord. | 

L. F. O, you can pronounce the Word then. 
thought it would have choak d you—— D'ye hear. F 

Page. M Lord, | N 

L. F. Cali La Farole, I wou'd dreſ.— { Exit Page. | 

Selus. me 
Well, tis an unſpeakable Pieaſute to be a Man of Qua- Ce 


ly Strike me dumb my Lord Your Lord- 
{hip My Lord Foppinzt:n— A» ! ft quilzue chiſe eco 
; Ge eau, que le Di ble mem ger thi 
Why the Ladies were ready tv pewk at me, whit 1 | 
1 had nothing but Sir Navelry o recommend me to h 
1 em Sure whilſt 1 was but a Knight, ] was a very I an 
[ if nuſeous Fellow —— Well, 'tis Ten Thoufand Pawnd 1 
| i well given ſtap my val — 
14 | Enter La Varole, | co 
N Me Lord, de Shoemaker, de Taylor, de Hoſier, de pu 
1 Semſtreſs, de Barber, be all ready, if your Lordſhip 
1 pleaſe to dreſs. Sit 
1 L. F. Tis well. admit 'em. 
' L. V. Hey, Meſſieurs, enttez. We 
| | ch 
| Enter 
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Enter Taylor, & c. 
L. F. So, Gentlemen, I hope you have all taken 
ains to ſhew yourſelves Maſters in your Profeſſions. 
Tayl. I think I may preſume to ſay, Sir— 
L. Va. My Lord You Clawn you, 
Tayl. Why, is he made a Lord My Lord, Lask 
your Lordſhip's pardon, my Lord, I hope, my Lord, 


your Lordſhip will pleaſe to own, I have brought your 


Lordſhip as accompliſh'd a Suit of Clothes, as ever Peer 
of England trod the Stage in, my Lord: Will your 
Lordſhip pleaſe to try 'em now ? 

L. F. Ay, but let my People diſpoſe the Glaſſes ſo, 
that I may fee myſelf before and behind, for I love to 
ſee myſelf all raund— 

[ Whilft he puts on his Clothes, enter Young Faſhion 
and Lory.] 

Y. F. Hey-day, what the Devil have we here!? Sure 
my Gentleman's grown a Favourite at Courr, he bas 
got ſo many People at his Levee. 

Lo. Sir, theſe People come in order to make him a 
Favourite at Court, they are to eſtabliſh bim with the 
Ladies. 

Y. F. Good God, to what an Ebb of Taſte are Wo- 
men fallen, that it ſhou'd be in the power of a Lac'd 
Coat to recommend a Gallant to em 

Lo. Sir, Taylors and Perriwig-makers are now be- 
come the Bawds of the Nation, 'tis they debauch all 
the Women, | 

Y. F. Thou ſayeſt true; for there's that Fop now, 
has not by Nature wherewithal to move a Cook-maid, 
and by that time theſe Fellows have done with him, 
I' gad he.ſhall melt down a Counteſs 

But now for my Reception, I engage it ſhall be as 
cold a one, as a Courtier's to h's Friend, who comes to 
put bim in mind of his Promſſe. 

L. Fop. to his Taylor.) Death and eternal Tartures ! 
Sir, I lay the Packet's oo high by a Foot. 

Tayl. My Lord, if it had been an Inch lower, it 


moe not have held your Lordſhip's Pocket-Handker- 
chick, 


— 


L. F. 


pd — 
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TL. F. Rat my Pocket-Handkerchief ! Have not I a® 
Page to carry it? You may make him a Packet up to 
his Chin a purpoſe for it; but 1 will not have mine 


come ſo near my Face. | 


Tayl. Tis not for me to diſpute your Lordſhip's 


Fanſy. 


that? 


him 


he ruin'd his Eſtate to buy a Title, that he may be a 
Fool of the firſt Rate: But let's accoſt him— To L. F. 
Brother, 1'm your Humble Servant. 


land 
Brother, I am glad to ſee u 


Turning to his Taylor.] Look you, Sir; I ſhall never be 
reconciled to this nauſeous Packet ; therefore pray get ; 
me another Suit, with all manner of Expedition, for this 
is my Eternal Averſion. Mrs. Callicoe, are not you of 


my mind ? 


Semſireſ:, O, directly, my Lord, it can never be too ] 


Z. F. You are paſſitively in the right on't, for the 1 


Packet becomes no part of the Body but the Knee. 


Sempſ. I hope your Lordſhip is pleas'd with your | 


Steenkirk. 


L. F. In love with it, ſtap my Vitals. Bring your 


Bill, you ſhall be paid to- marrow 


Semſ. 1 humbly thank your Honour [ Exit Sem. 4 
L. F. Hark thee, Shoe- maker, theſe Shoes an't ugly, 


but they don't fit me. | | 
She. My Lord, my thinks they fit you very well. 
L. F. They hurt me juſt below the Inſtep, _ 


there, 
L, F. I tell thee, they pinch me execrably, 


1 
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T. F. to Lor.] His Lordſhip! Lory, did you obſerye f 


Now, I hope, you'll have a little more Reſpect for 


7. F. Reſpect! Damn him for a Coxcomb; now has 4 


T. F. O Lard, Tam; I did not expect you in Eng- 1 


Shoe. feeling his Foot. ] My Lord, they don't hurt you 


Virtue in Danger. 23 


(1 ai Shoe. My Lord, if they pinch you, I'll be bound to 
up to be bang'd, that's all. 
mine T. F. Why, wilt thou undertake to perſuade me I 
cannot feel? 
Iſhip's . Sec. Your Lordſhip may pleaſe to feel what you 
think fit; but that Shoe does not hurt you— I think 
blerye $1 underſtand my Trade 
I. F. Now by all that's great and powerful, thou art 
there, an incomprehenſible Coxcomb ; but thou makeſt good 
& for Shoes, and ſo I'll bear with thee. 
Shoe. My Lord, I have work'd for half the People 
w has of Quality in Town theſe Twenty Years ; and 'tis very 
y be a Mard | ſhould not know when a Shoe hurts, and when 
= F. 5 don't. 
T.. F. Well, prithee be gone about thy Buſineſs. 
Ea [Exit Shoe, 
Te the Hoſier.] Mr. Mend legs, a word with you, the 
Calves of the Stockings are thicken'd a little too much. 
ver be They make my Legs took like a Chairman's 
ay get Mend, My Lord, my thinks they look mighty well. 
ror this TL. F. Ay, but you are not ſo good a Judge of thoſe 
you of Sthings as I am, I have ſtudy'd them all my Life; there- 
fore pray let the next be the thickneſs of a Crawn-piece 
be too leſs— [4/ide. If the Town takes notice my Legs are 
fallen away, 'twill be attributed to the Violence of ſome 
or the new Intrigue. 
PAY To the Perriwig-maker.) Come, Mr. Foretop, let me 
your ee what you have done, and then the Fatigue of the 
Morning will be over. 
> your 1 Foretop. My Lord, 1 have done what I defy any 
Prince in Europe to outdo; I have made you a Perri- 
; Sem| Wig ſo long, and fo full of Hair, it will ſerve you for a 
t ugly, Hat and Cloke in all Weathers. 
T. E. Then thou haſt made me thy Friend to Eter- 
ell, : Come, comb it out. | f 
= 7. F. Well, Lory, What do'ſt think on't ? A very 
ict you tendly Reception from a Brother after Three Years 
XD dlſence ! 
L.. Why, Sir, *tis your own Fault; we ſeldom care 
or thoſe that don't love what we love: if you wou'd 


creep 


DAS nd ae os 
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creep into his Heart, you muſt enter into his Plea- \ 


ſures Here you have ſtood ever ſince you came in, 


and have not commended any one thing that belongs 3 


to him 
comb. 


Bone. 


Y. F. No, Sir, Ill crack it, and get to the Marrow 


before I have doe. 


L. F. Gad's Curſe ; Mr. Foretop, you don't intend 
to put this upon me for a full Perriwig ? 


Fore. Not a ful one, my Lord? I don't know what 


your Lordihip may pleaſe to call a full one, but I have 
cram'd 20 O inces of Hair into it. 
L. F. Tnat it may be by Weight, Sir, 1 ſhall not 
diſpute z but by Tale, there are not nine Hairs on a fide. 
Fre O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! Why, as Gad 


ſhall judge me, your Honour's Side-Face is reduc'd to g 


the Tip of your Noſe. 


L. F. My Side-Face may be in an Eclipſe for aught 1 
know; but I'm ſure my Full-Face is like the Full- Moon. 
[Rubbing hi: 
Eyes} Sure | look thro' the wrong end of the Per- 
ſpective ; for by my Faith, an't pleaſe your Honour, 
. broadeſt place I ſee in your Face does not ſeem to 


Fore. Heaven bleſs my Ey - ſight 


me to be two Inches Diameter, 

L. F. If it did it would juſt be two Inches too 
broad ; for a Perriwig to a Man, ſhould be like a Mask 
to a Woman, nothing ſhould be ſeen but his Eyes 

Fore. My Lord, I have done; if you pleaſe to have 
more Hair in your Wig, I'll pur it in. 

L. F. Paſſitively, yes. 

Fore, Shall 1 take it back now, my Lord? 

L. F. No: I'll wear it to-day, tho it ſhew ſuch a 


manſtrous p:ir of Cheeks, tap aug Vitals, I ſhall be 
[Fit Fore, 
Y. F. Now your People of Buſineſs are gone, Brother, 
I hope 1 may obtain a quarter of an How's Audience of 

you. 


taken for a Trumpete-, 


3 L. F. 


T. E Nor never ſhall, while they belong to a Cox - 1 


Le. Then, Sir, you muſt be content to pick a hungry l 
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L. F. Faith Tam; I muſt beg you'll excuſe me at 


this time, for I muſt away to the Houſe of Lards im- 
mediately; my Lady Teaſer's Caſe is to come on to- 
day, and I would not be abſent for the Salvation of 


Mankind. Hey, Page! is the Coach at the Door? 
Page. Yes, my Lord. 
Z. F. You'll excuſe me Brother. 
7. F. Shall you be back at Dinner ? 
L. F. As Gad ſhall judge me, I can't tell; for tis 
paſſible I may dine with ſome of aur Houſe at Lacker's. 
Y. F. Shall I meet you there? For I mult needs talk 
with you. 
L. F. That I'm afraid mayn't be ſo praper; far the 


[Going. 


[- Lards I commonly eat with, are a People of a nice Con- 
verſation; and you know, Tam. 
been a little at large: but if you'll ſtay here, you'll find 


your Education has 


a Family Dinner. Hey, Fellow ! What is there for Din- 
ner? There's Beef: I ſuppoſe my Brother will eat Beef. 
Dear Tam, I'm glad to ſee thee in England, ſtap my 
Vitals. [Exit with his Equipage. 

T. F. Hell and Furies, is this to be borne? - 

Lo. Faith, Sir, I cou'd almoſt have given him a knock 

o'th* Pate my ſelf 

Y. F. 'Tis enough; I will now ſhew you the exceſs of 
my Paſſion by being very calm: Come, Lory, lay your 
Loggerhead to mine, and in cool Blood let us contrive 
his Deſtruction. 

Lo. Here comes a Head, Sir, would cantrive it better 
than us both, if he would but join in the Confederacy. 
Enter Coupler. 

Y. F. By this Light, old Coupler alive ſtill | Why, 
how now, Matchmaker, art thou here ſtill to plague the 
World with Matrimony } You old Bawd, how have you 
the Im udence to be hobling out of your Grave twenty 
Years after you are rotten ? 

C. When you begin to rot, Sirrah, you'll go off like 
a Pippin, one Winter will ſend you to the Devil. 
What Miſchief brings you home again? Ha! You young 
laſcivious Rogue you: Let me put my Hand into your 
Boſom, Sirrah, 


VOI. I. B T. F. 
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Y. F. Stand off, old Sodom. 

C, Nay, prithee now don't be ſo coy, 

7, F. Keep your Hands to your ſelf, you old Dog 
you, or I'll wring your Noſe off. 


C. Haſt thou then been a Year in 7raly, and brought | 


home a Fool at laſt? By my Conſcience, the young 
Fellows of this Age profit no more by their going a- 
broad, than they do by their going to Church. Sirrah, 
Sirrah, if you are not hang'd before you come to my 
Years, you'll know a Cock from a Hen. But come, 


I'm ſtill a Friend to thy Perſon, tho I have a Con- 1 


tempt of thy Underſtanding ; and therefore I would wil. 


lingly know thy Condition, that I may ſee whether thou 


ſtandeſt in need of my Aſſiſtance : for Widows ſwarm, 
my Boy, the Town's infected with 'em. 

Y. F. I ſtand in need of any body's Aſſiſtance, that 
will heip me to cut my Elder Brother's Throat, without 
the Riſque of being hang'd for him. 


C. I'gad, Sirrah, I cou'd help thee to do him almoſt | | 


as good a turn, without the danger of being burnt in the 
Hand for't. | | 
Y. F. Sayeſt thou ſo, old Satan? Shew me but that, 


and mv Soul is thine. 


C. Pox o'thy Soul, give me thy warm Body, Sirrah, | 


I ſhall have a ſubſtantial Title to't when I tell thee my 
Project, | 

Y . Out with i: then, dear Dad, and take poſſeſſion 
as ſoor. g thou wilt. 

C. Savei. thou fo, my Herheſtion? Why then thus 
lies tie Scene; but hold; who's that? if we are heard 
we are undone. 

7. F. What have you forgot, Lory? 

C. Who, tiuſty Lory, is it thee ? 

Lo. At your Service, Sir. 

C. Give me thy Hand, Old Boy; I'gad I did not 
know thee again; but 1 remember thy Honeſty, tho 
1 did not thy Pace; 1 think thou hadſt like to have been 
tang'd once or twice for thy Maſter. 

Lo. Sir, I was very near once having that Honour. 


C. Well, 


n [AF 2 . 
r SHOES IF, 5 
3 ˙ on Oe SST, 


, _— a6 < 288 1 FF 
= Con a _ 2 n LS 
F. = e „ 


3 Virtue in Danger, 27 
1 C. Well, live and hope; don't be dif7 courag'd ; eat 
with him, and drink with him, and do what he bids 


8 thee, and it may be thy Reward at laſt, as well as an- 
he | other's, 

| To I. F.] Well, Sir, you muſt know I have done you 
'S I the Kindneſs to make up a Match for your Brother. 
* Y. F. I am very much beholden to you truly. 
b. ci. You may be, Sicrah, before the W edding-day yet; 
mme Lady is a great Heireſs ; fifteen hundred Pound a- 
©» 3 year, and a great Bag of Money; the Match is con- 
= cluded, the Writi ings are drawn, and the Pipkin's to be 
ü. ſcrack'd in a Fortnight Now you muſt know, Strip- 
= Sling (with Reſpect to your Mot her) your Brother's the 
Ny son of a Whore. 

u.. Good. | 
ae . He has given me a Bond of a Thouſand Pounds 


for helping him to this Fortune, and has promis'd me as 
a much more in ready Money upon the Day of Marriage, 
4 W which, 1 underſtand by a Friend, he ne'er deſigns to 
"wy pay me : If therefore you will be a generous "young 
Dog, and ſecure me five thouſand Pounds, I'll be a co- 
IF vetous old Rogue, and help you to the Lady. 
h l Y. F. I'gad, if thou canſt bring this about, I' have 
cy Statue caſt in Braſs. But don't you doat, you old 
Pander you, when you talk at this rate! 

C. That your youthful Parts _ judge of: This 
plump Partridge, that I tell you of, lives in the Coun- 
try, fifty Miles off. with her honoured Parents, in a 
lonely old Houſe which no body comes near; ſhe ne- 
ver goes abroad, nor ſees Company at home : To pre- 
vent all Misfortunes, ſhe has her Breeding within Doors, 
the Parſon of the Pariſh teaches her to play on the Baſe- 
Viol, the Clerk to ſing, her Nurſe to dreſs, and her Fa- 
ther to dance: In mort, no body can oive vou Admit- 


108 
ha tance there but I; nor can do it any other way, than 
by makin 17 vou paſs s for your Brother. | 


F. And how the devil wilt thou do that? 

6 Without the Devil's Aid, I warrant thee, Thy 
Brother's Face not one of the Family ever ſaw, the 
whole Buſineſs has been manag'd by me, and alt the 
B 2 Letters 
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Letters go thro' my Hands: The laſt that was writ to | 
Sir Tunbelly Clumſey (for that's the old Gentleman's * 
Name) was to tell him, his Lordſhip would be down in 
a Fortnight to conſummate, Now you ſhall go away 
immediately, pretend you writ that Letter only to have 
the romantick Pleaſure of ſurprizing your Miſtreſs , fall 
deſperately in Love, as ſoon as you ſee her; make that 
your Plea for marrying her immediately, and when the 
Fatigue of the Wedding-night's over, you ſhall ſend me 
a ſwinging Purſe of Gold, you Dog you. 4 
Y. F. I'gad, old Dad, I'll put my Hand in thy Bo- 
ſom now » 
C. Ab, you young hot luſty Thief, let me muzzle RF 


you * Nng 


Sirrah, let me muzzle vou. 
4 fade. 


— 


9112287 


7. F. P'ſha, the old Leacher 
C. Well: 1'il warrant thou haſt not a Farthing of 
Money in thy Pocket now; no, one may fee it in thy 
Face — 4 
7. F. Not a Souſe, by Jupiter. a 
C. Muſt 1 advance then— Well, Sirrah, be at my 
Lodgings in half an hour, and I'll ſee what may be 
done; we'll ſign, and ſeal, and eat a Pullet, and when 
I have given thee ſome farther Inſtructions, thou ſha*t F 
hoiſt Sail and be gone Kiſſing T'other Buſs, | 
and ſo adieu. 
7. F. U'm, P'ſha. 
C. Ah, you young warm Dog, you, what a delicious 
Night will the Bride have on't ! [Fxit Coupler. 
T. F. So, Lory; Providence, thou ſeeſt at laſt, takes 
care of Men of Merit: we are in a fair way to be great WWE! 
People. — 
Lo. Ay, Sir, if the Devil don't ſtep between the Cup, 
and the Lip, as he uſed to do. | a 
Y. F. Why, Faith, he has play'd me many a damn'! 
Trick to ſpoil my Fortune, and I'gad I'm almoſt afraidf 
he's at work about it again now; but if I ſhould tel 
thee how, thou'dſt wonder at me, | | 
Lo. Indeed, Sir, I ſhou'd not, 
7. F. How doſt know? 


— 
— — 


- 
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Lo, Becauſe, Sir, I have wonder'd at you ſo often, I 
» can wonder at you no more. 


* Y. F. No! what wouldſt thou ſay if a Qualm of 
ay Conſcience ſhould ſpoil my Deſign ? | 
_— Lo. 1 wou'd eat my Words, anc wonder more than ever, 
all 17. F. Why, Faith, Lery, tho L am a young Nabe 
ae bel, and have plaid many a Roguiſh Trick ; this is fo 
he full-grown a Cheat, I find 1 muſt take pains to come up 
bot, 1 have Scruples 
= i LD. They are ſtrong Symptoms of Death; if you 
a find they increaſe, pray, Sir, make your Will. 


= T. F. No, my Conſcience ſhan't ſtarve me neither, 
| But thus far I'll hearken to it; before I execute this Pro- 


zle | ; a 5 

7 ject, I' try my Brother to the Bottom, 1'il ſpeak to 
5 him wird the Temper of a Philoſopher, my Reaſons 

F (tho they preſs him home) ſhall yet be cloth'd with fo 

0 . 4 1 g 

* much Modeſty, not one of all the Truths they urge, 

th ſhall be ſo naked to cffend his Sight: if he has yet (o 
14 much Humanity about him, as to aſſiſt me (tho with a 


moderate Aid) PII drop my Project at his Feet, and 
ſhew bim how I can do for him, much more than what 


1 | I ask he'd do for me. This one concluſive Trial of 
how him I reſolve to make—— 
nat 


Succeed or no, ſtill Viftory's my Lot; 
If I ſubdue his Heart, tis well; i not, 
T ſhail ſubdue my Conſcience to my Plot. _ [Exeunt, 


The End of the Firſt Act. 


ACTI. SCENE I. 


| Fnter Loveleſs and Amanda. 
Lov. Odo you like theſe Lodgings, my Dear ? 

For my part, I am ſo well pleaſed with them, 
I ſhall hardly remove whilſt we ſtay in Town, if you are 
ſatisfy'd. B 3 Aman. 
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amar. | am fatisfy'd with every thing that pleaſes 
vou; ee I had not come to Town at all. 

Lov, O! a little of the Noiſe and Buſtle of the 
World ſweetens the Pleaſures of Retreat: We ſhall find 
the Charms of our Retirement doubled, when we re- 
__ to it. 

man. That pleaſing Proſpect will be . chiefeſt 
1 whilſt (much againſt my Will) I am 
oblized to and ſurrounded with theſe empty Pleaſures, 
which 'tis {0 much the Faſhion to be fond of. 

Zov. I own moſt of them are indeed but empty; 
nay, ſo empty, mat one would wonder by what Magick 
Power they act, when they induce us to be vicious for 
their fakes, 

Yet ſome there are we may ſpeak kindlier of: There 
are Delights (of which a private Life is deſtitute) which 
may divert an honeſt Man, and be a barmleſs Enter- 
tainment to à Virtuous om an. The Converſation of 
the Town is one; and tru'y (with ſome ſmall Allow- 
ances) the Plays, I think, 3 be eſteem'd another. 

Aman. The Plays, I muit confeſs, 5 ſome ſmall 
Charms; and wou'd have more, weu'd they reſtrain 
that Joſe ob'cene Encouragement to Vice, which 
ſhocks, if not the Virtue cf ſome Women, at leaſt the 
Modeſty of all. 

Lov. But till that Reformation can be made, I would 
not leave the wholeſome Corn for ſome intruding Tares 
tuai grow amongſt it. Doubtleſs the Moral of a well- 
wrought Scene is of prevailing Force— Laſt Night 
there happen? d one that mov'd me ſtrangely. 

Aman. Pray, what was that ? 

Lov. Why 'twas about. but tis not worth re- 
peating. N 

Aman. Yes, pray let me know it. 

Lov. No, I think 'tis as well let alone. 

Aman. Nay, now you make me have a mind to 
know. 

Lev. *Twas a fooliſh thing: You'd perhaps grow jea- 
lous ſhou'd I tell it you, tho without a Cauſe, Heaven 
knous. 

Aman. 
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ſes Aman. I ſhall begin to think I have cauſe, if you 
perſiſt in making it a Secret. 
the i Lov. 1'll then convince you you have none, by ma- 
nd king it no longer ſo. Know then, I happen 'd in the 
re- Pay to find my very Character, only with the Addition 
ot a Relapſe; which ſtruck me fo, I put a ſudden Sto 
eſt io a molt harmleſs Entertainment, which till then di- 


verted me between the Acts. *Twas to admire the 
Workmanſhi» of Nature, in the Face of a young Lady, 
that ſat ſome diſtance from me, ſhe was ſo exquilitely 
handſome. 

Aman. So exquiſitely handſome ! 

Lov. Why do you repeat my Words, my Dear? 

Aman, Becauſe you ſeem'd to ſpeak them with ſuch 

leaſure, I thought I might oblige you with their Echo. 

Lov. Then you are alar m'd, "amends ? 
Aman. It is my Duty to be ſo, when you are in 
danger. 
Tor. You are too quick in apprehending for me; all 
will be well when you bave heard me out. I do confeſs 
I 222'd upon her, nay, eagerly I gaz'd upon her. 

Aman. Eagerly! That's with Deſire. 

Lov. No, I defir'd her not; 1 view'd ber with 2 
World of Almiration, but not one Glance of Love. 

Aman, Take heed of truſting to ſuch nice Di- 
ſlinctions. " | 

Lev. I did take heed; for obſerving in the Play, that 
he who ſeem'd to repreſent me there, was, by an Ac- 
cident like this, unwarily ſurpriz'd into 2 Net, in which 
he lay a poor in! angled Slave, and brought a Train of 
Miſchiefs on his Head, I ſnatch'd my Eyes away; they 
re- 3H picaded hard for Leave to look again, but I grew abty- 
I Jute, and they obey'd. 

Aman. Were they the on'y things that were inouiſi- 
tive? Had I been in your place, my Tongue, | fanſy, 


to had been curious too; 1 mou'd have ask'd her Name, 
Wand where ſhe lind (yet ſtill without Defign ;)— Who 

ca- was ſhe, pray? 

en Lov. Indeed I cannot tell. 


= 44747, You will not tell. 
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Lov. By all that's ſacred then, I did not ask. 

a Aman. Nor do you know what Company was with 
er! | 

Lov. I do not, 

Aman. Then I am calm again, 

Lov. Why were you diſturb'd ? 

Aman. Had I then no cauſe ? 

Lov. None, certainly, 

Aman. I thought I had, 

Lov. But you thought wrong, Amanda : For turn 
the Caſe, and let it be your Story, ſhould you come 


bome, and tell me you had ſeen: a handſome Man, 


ſhou'd I grow jealous becauſe you had Eyes ? 

Aman, But ſhould I tell you he were exquiſitely ſo; 
that 1 had gaz'd on him with Admiration ; that I had 
look'd with eager Eyes upon him; ſhou'd you not 
think 'twere poſſible I might go one Step further, and 
enquire his Name 

Lov. aſide.] She has Reaſon on her fide, I have talk'd 


too much; but 1 muſt turn it off another way. [To Þ 
Aman, Will you then make no Difference, Amanda, 


between the Language of our Sex and yours? There is 
a Modeſty reſtrains your Tongues, which makes you 
ſpeak by halves when you commend ; but roving Flat- 
tery gives a Looſe to ours, which makes us ſtill ſpeak 
double what we think : You ſhou'd not therefore, in fo 
ſtrict a Senſe, take what J ſaid to her advantage. 

Aman. Thoſe Flights of Flattery, Sir, are to our Paces 
only : When Women once are out of hearing, you 
are as modeſt in your Commendations as we are. But J 
ſnan't put you to the trouble of farther Excuſes, if you 
pleaſe this Buſineſs ſha!l reſt here. Only give me leave 
to wiſh, both for your Peace and mine, that you may 
never meet this Miracle of Beauty more. 

Lov, I am content, 

Enter Servant, 

Serv. Madam, there's a young Lady at the Door in a 
Chair, deſires to know whether your Lady ſhip ſees Com- 
pany. I think her Name is Berinthia, | 


Aman. 
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Aman. O dear! tis a Relation I have not ſeen this 
five Years, Pray her to walk in. [Exit Servant. 

To Lov.] Here's another Beauty for you. She was 
young when I ſaw her laſt; but I hear ſhe's grown ex- 
tremely handſome. 

Lov. Don't you be jealous now; for I ſhall gaze up- 
on her too. 

Enter Berinthia. 

Lo v. aſide.) Ha! By Heavens the very Woman! 

Ber. ſaluting Aman.] Dear Amanda, I did not expect 
to meet with you in Town. 

Aman. Sweet Coulin, I'm overjoy'd to ſee you. ¶ To 
Lov.) Mr. Loveleſs, here*s a Relation and a Friend of 
mine, I defire you'll be better acquainted with, 

Lov. ſaluting Ber.] If my Wife never deſires a harder 
thing, Madam, her Requeſt will be eaſily granted. 

Ber. to Aman.) I think, Madam, I ought zo wiſh 
you Joy. 

Aman. Joy! Upon what? 

Ber, Upon your Marriage: You were a Widow when 
I ſaw. you laſt, 

Lov. You ought rather, Madam, to wiſh me Joy up- 
on that, ſince 1 am the only Gainer. 

Ber. If ſhe has got ſo good a Husband as the World 
re ports, ſhe has gain'd enough to expect the Compli- 
ment of her Friends upon it. 

Lov. If the World is ſo favourable to me, to allow 
I deſerve that Title, I hope 'tis ſo juſt to my Wife to 
own I derive it from her, 

Ber. Sir, it is ſo juſt to you both, to own you are 
(and deſerve to be) the happieſt Pair that live in it. 

Lov. I'm afraid we ſhall loſe that Character, Madam, 
whenever you happen to change your Condition, 

Enter Servant, 

Ser. Sir, my Lord Foppington preſents his humble Ser- 
vice to you, and deſires to know how you do. He but 
juſt now heard you were in Town. He's at the next 
Door; andif it be not inconvenient, he'll come and 
Wait upon you. 

Loves Lord Foppington '==—= I know him not. 

3 5 Bey, 
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Ber. Not his Dignity, perhaps, but you do his Perſon. 
"Tis Sir Now?!ry ; he bas bought a Barony, in order to 
marry a great Fortune: His Patent has not been paſsd 
above Eight and Forty Hours, and he has already ſent 
How do-ye's to all the Town, to make'em acquainted 
with his Title, 

Lov. Give my Service to his Lordſhip, and let him 
know, I am proud of the Honour he intends me, [Exit. 
Sure this Addition of Quality muſt have ſo improv'd his 
Coxcomb, he can't but be very good Company for a 
quarter of an Hour, 

Aman. Now it moves my Pity more than my Mirth, 
to fee a Man whom Nature has made no Fool, be fo 
very induſtrious to paſs for an Aſs. 

Lov. No, there you are wrong, Amanda; you 
ſhou'd never beftow your Pity upon thoſe who take 
pains for your Contempt, Pity thoſe whom Nature a- 
buſes, but never thoſe who abuſe Nature. 

Ber. Beſides, the Town wou'd be robb'd of one of its 


chiefeſt Diverſions, if it ſhou'd become a Crime to | „ 


laugh at a Fool. 
Aman. I could never yet perceive the Town inclin'd 


to part with any of its Diverſions, for the ſake of their ! 
being Crimes; but I have ſeen it very fond of ſome, 


J think had little elſe to recommend 'em. 


Ber. I doubt, Amanda, you are grown its Enemy, 43 


you ſpeak with ſo much Warmth againſt it, 

Aman. I muſt confeſs I am not much its Friend. 
Ber. Then give me leaye to make you mine, by not 

engaging in its Quarrel. 


Aman. You have many ſtronger Claims than that, 


Berinthia, whenever yon think fit to plead your Title. 


Love You have done well to engage a Second, my 


Dear; for here comes one will be apt to call you to an 


Account for your Country Principles; 
Enter Lord Foppington. 


vant. 
Lot. I wiſh you Joy, my Lord. 


3 


L. F. to Lv.) Sir, I am your moſt humble Ser- 1 


1 
"| 
L. F. 
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L. F. O Laird, Sir—— Madam, your Lady ſnip's 
welcome to Tawn. 


'd if Aman. | wiſh your Lordſhip Joy, 

nt L. F. O Heavens, Madam 

ed Lov, My Lord, this young Lady is a Relation of my 

= Wife's. . 

m L. F. ſaluting her.) The beawifulleſt Race of Peo- 

it. ple upon Earth, Rat me, Dear Lovele/s, I am over- 

is 8 joy'd to ſee you have brought your Family to Tawn a- 
a gain; I am, ſtap my Vitals =— (Afide.) For 1 deſign 


to lie with your Wife, [To Aman.] For Gad's fake, 
Madam, haw has your Ladyſhip been able to ſubſiſt 
thus long, under the Fatigue of a Country Life ? 

Aman. My Life has been very far from that, my 
Lord; it has been a very quiet one. 

L. F. Why, that's the Fatigue I ſpeak of, Madam, 
For 'tis impoſſible to be quiet, without thinking: Now 
thinking is to me the greateſt Fatigue in the World. 

Aman. Does not your Lordſhip love reading then ? 

L. F. Oh, paſſionately, Madam—— But I never 
think of what I read. 

Ber, Why, can your Lordſhip read without think+ 
ing ? 

L. F. O Lard Can your Ladyſhip pray without 

Devotion — Madam? 

ny, Aman. Well, I muſt on I think Books the beſt Ea · 
tertainment in the World. 

L. F. I am ſo much of your Lady ſip's mind, Ma- 


not dam, that I have a private Gallery, where I walk ſome - 
times, is furniſhed with nothing but Books and Looking- 

"at, glaſſes. Madam, I have gilded them, and rang'd em, 

_— prettily, before Gad, it is the moſt entertaining thing 


in the World to walk and look upon 'em. 

Aman, Nay, I love a neat Library too; but tis, L 
think, the- Inſide of a Book ſhou'd recommend it moſt 
do us. | 
3 L. F. That, I muſt confeſs, I am not. atrogether > - 
IF #nd of., Far to mind the Inſide. of a Book, is to enter- 
uin one's ſelf with the ford Product of another Man's 
Brain. Naw- I think: a Man gf Quality: and Breeding 


"| 
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may be much diverted with the Natural Sprauts of his 
own. But to ſay the truth, Madam, let a Man love 
reading never ſo well, when once he comes to know 
this Tawn, he finds ſo many better ways of paſſing a- 
way the Four and twenty Hours, that *twere ten thou- 
ſand Puies he ſhou'd conſume his time in that. Far ex- 
ample, Madam, my Life; my Life, Madam, is a per- 
petual Stream of Pleaſure, that glides thro* ſuch a Vari- 
ety of Entertainments, I believe the wiſeſt of our An- 
ceſtors never had the leaſt Conception of any of em. 

I riſe, Madam, about Ten a-clock. I don't rife 
ſooner, becauſe *tis the worſt thing in the World for the 
Complection; nat that I pretend to be a Beau; but a 
Man muft endeayour to look wholeſome, leſt he make 
ſo nauſeous a Figure in the Side-bax, the Ladies ſhou'd 
be compell'd to turn their Eyes upon the Play. So at 
Ten a-clock, I fay, I riſe. Naw, if I find ita good Day, 
I reſalve to take a Turn in the Park, and fee the fine 
Women; fo huddle on my Clothes, and get dreſs'd by 
One. If it be naſty Weather, I take a Turn in the 
Chocolate-houſe ; where, as you walk, Madam, you 
have the prettieſt Proſpect in the World; you have 
Looking-glaſſes all round you But I'm afraid I 
tire the Company. 

Ber. Not at all. Pray go on. 

L. F. Why then, Ladies, from thence go to Dinner 
at Lacke:'s, and there you are ſo nicely and delicately 
ſerv'd, that, ſtap my Vitals, they can compoſe you a 


Diſh, no bigger than a Saucer, ſhall come to Fifty Shillings. 
between eating my Dinner (and waſhing my Mouth, 
Ladies) I ſpend my time, till I go to the Play; where, 


till Nine a-clock, I entertain myſelf with looking upon 
the Company ; and uſually diſpoſe of one Hour more 
in leading them aut. So there's Twelve of the Four and 
Twenty pretty well over. The other Twelve, Madam, 
are diſpos'd of in two Articles: In the firſt Four I toaſt 


myſelf drunk, and in t'other Eight I ſleep myſelf ſo- 1 
ber again. Thus, Ladies, you ſee my Liſe is an Eternal 


round O of Delights. 
Lov, Tis a Heavenly one, indeed. 
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Aman. But my Lord, you Beaux ſpend a great deal 
of Time in Intrigues : You have given us no Account 
= of them yet. 

I. F, aſide.) Soh, ſhe wou'd enquire into my A- 


That's Jealouſ)— She begins to be 
[To Aman.) Why, Madam 


mours 
in love with me, 


T 2s to time for my Intrigues, I uſually make Detach- 


ments of it from my other Pleaſures, according to the 
Exigency « Far your Ladyſhip may pleaſe to take notice, 
that thoſe who intrigue with Women of Quality, have 
rarely occaſion for above half an Hour at a time: Peo- 
ple of that Rank being under thoſe Decorums, they can 
ſeldom give you a larger View, than will juſt ferve to 


ſhoot 'em flying. So that the Courſe of my other Plea- 


ſures is not very much interrupted by my Amour. 


Lov. But your Lordſhip now is become a Pillar of the 
State; you muſt attend the weighty Affairs of the Na- 
tion. 

L. F. Sir — as to weighty Affairs — I leave 
them to weighty Heads. I never intend mine ſnall be 
a Burden to my Body. 

Lov. O but you'll find the Houſe will expe& your 
Attendance. 

L. F. Sir, you'll find the Houſe will compound for 
my Appearance. 

Lov. But your Friends will take it i} if you don't 
attend their particular Cauſes. 

. F. Not, Sir, if I come time enough to give em 


I my particular Vote. 


Ber, But pray, my Lord, how do you diſpoſe of your 
ſelf on Sundays? for that, methinks, ſhou'd hang 
wretchedly on your hands. SEW 

L. I. Why Faith, Madam Sunday — is 
a vile Day, I muſt confeſs : 1 intend to move for leave 
to bring in a Bill, That Players may work upon it, as 
well as the Hackney Coaches. Tho this I muſt ſay for 
the Government, it leayes us the Churches to entertain 


1 us — - But then again, they begin ſo abominable 


early. a Man muſt riſe by Candle-light to get drefs'd by 
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Ber. Pray which Church does your Lordſhip moſt 
oblige with your Preſence ? 

L.. F. Oh, St, James's, Madam There's much 
the beſt Company. 

Aman. Is there good Preaching too ? 

L. F. Why Faith, Madam I can't tell. A Man 
muſt have very little to do there, that can give an Ac- 
count of the Sermon. 

Ber, You can give us an Account of the Ladies at 
eaſt. 

L. F. Or I deſerve to be excommunicated ——. There 
is my Lady Tattle, my Lady Prate, my Lady Titter, 
my oy Leer, my Lady Giggle, and my Lady Grin. 
Theſe fit in the front of the Boxes, and all Church- 
time are the prettieſt Company in the World, ſtap my 
Vitals, [To Aman.) Mayn't we hope for the Honour 
to ſee your Ladyſhip added to our Society, Madam? 

Aman. Alas, my Lord, I am the worſt Company in 
the World at Church: I'm apt to mind the Prayers, or 
the Sermon, o 

L. F. One is indeed ſtrangely apt at Church to mind 
what one ſhould not do. But I hope, Madam, at one 
time or other, I ſhall have the Honour to lead your 
Lady ſhip to your Coach there. [Aſide.] Methinks ſhe 
ſeems ſtrangely pleas'd with every thing I ſay to her 
*Tis a vaſt pleaſure to receive Encouragement from a 
Woman before her Husband's Face — L have a good 
mind to purſue my Conqueſt, and ſpeak the thing plain- 
ly to her at once I gad I'll do't, and that in fo 
Cavalier a manner, ſhe ſhall be ſurpriz'd at it 
Ladies, I'll take my Leave: I'm afraid 1 begin to grow. 
troubleſome with the length of my Viſit. N 

Aman. Your Lordſhip is too entertaining to grow 
troubleſome any where. | 

L. F. aſide.) That now was as much as if. ſhe had 
faid—— Pray lie with me. I'll let her ſee I'm quick 
of Apprehenſion. [To 4man.] O Lard, Madam, 
had like to have forgot a Secret, I muſt needs tell your 
Lady ſhip. [To Tov. ] Ned, you mult: not be fo 
jealous now as to liſten, 1 — 
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Lov. Not I, my Lord; I'm too faſhionable a Huſ- 
band to pry into the Secrets of my Wife, 

C. F. to Aman. ſqueezing her Hand.] I am in love 
with you to Deſperation, ſtrike me ſpeechleſs. 

Aman. giving him a Box o % Ear.) Then thus 1 
return your Paſhon—— An impudent Fool! 

Z. F. Gad's Curſe, Madam, I'm a Peer of the 
Realm. | 

Lov. Hey; what the Devil do you affront my Wife, 
Sir? Nay then [They Draw and Fight, The 

Women run ſhrieking for help. 

Aman. Ah! What bas my Folly done? Help; 
Murder, help! Part 'em for Heaven's ſake, 

L. F. falling back, and leaning upon his Sword.) 
Ah——— quite thro' the Body—— Stap my Vi- 
tals, | 

Enter Servants. 

Lov. running to him.] 1 hope I han't kilPd the Fool 
however Bear him up! Where's your Wound? 

Z. F. Juſt thro' the Guts. 

Lov. Call a Surgeon there: Unbutton him quickly. 

L. F. Ay, pray make haſte. 

Lov. This Miſchief you may thank yourſelf for. 

_ . 1 may fo — — Loye's the Devil indeed; 
Ned. 


Enter Seringe and Servant. 
Serv. Here's Mr. Seringe, Sir, was juſt going by the 
Door. 
L. F. He's the welcom'ft Man alive. 
Ser. Stand by, ſtand by, ſtand by. Pray, Gentlemen, 
ſtand by. Lord have mercy upon us: Did you ne- 
ver ſee a Man run thro' the Body before? Pray ſtand 


by. 
77. F. Ah, Mr. Seringe I'm a dead Man. 

Ser. A dead Man and I by— I ſhou'd laugh to 
ſee that, I gad. 1 | 
Tov. Prithee don't ſtand prating, but look upon his 
Wound. | 

Ser. Why, what if I won't look upon his Wound. 
this Hour, Sir? 5 | 
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Lov. Why then he'll bleed to Death, Sir. 

Ser. Why, then I'll fetch him to Life again, Sir. 

Lov, Slife, he's run thro' the Guts, I tell thee. 

Ser. Wou'd he were run thro' the Heart, 1 ſhou'd 
get the more Credit by his Cure. Now I hope you are 
ſatisfy'd? Come, now let me come at him; now 
let me come at him. [ Viewing his Wound.] Oons, 
what a Gaſh is here? Why, Sir, a Man may drive 
a Coach and Six Horſes into your Body. 

L. F. Ho 

Ser. Why, what the Devil have you run the Gentle- 
man thro' with a Scythe—— [{4ſide.] A little Prick 
between the Skin and the Ribs, that's all. 

Lov. Let me ſee his Wound. 

Ser. Then you ſhall dreſs it, Sir; for if any body 
books upon it, I won't, 

Lov. Why, thou art the verieſt Coxcomb I ever 
ſaw. 

Ser. Sir, I am not Maſter of my Trade for nothing. 

L. F. Surgeon. 

Ser. Well, Sir. 

L. F. ls there any Hopes? 

Ser. Hopes! I can't tell — What are you wil 
ling to give for your Cure ? 

L. F. Five hundred Paunds with Pleaſure, 

Ser. Why then perhaps there may be Hopes, But 
we muft avoid further Delay. Here; help the Gentle- 
man into a Chair, and carry bim to my Houſe preſently, 
that's the propereſt place, | aſide. ] to bubble him out of 
his Money. Come, a Chair, a Chair quickly 
there, in with him, [They put him into 4 Chair. 

L. F. Dear Loveleſ.— Adieu. If ldie—— l for- 
give thee; and if I live hope thou wilt do as much 

me. I am very ſorry you and I ſhou'd quarrel; 
but I hope here's an end ont, for if you are fſatisfy'd 
I am. | 

Lov. I ſhall hardly think it worth my proſecuting any 
farther, ſo you may be at reſt, Sir. 

L. F. Thou art a generous Fellow, ſtrike me dumb. 
| [Af6de.] But thou haſt an impertinent Wife, ſtap my 
Vitals. wk Ser. 


r 
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Ser. So, carry him off, carry him off, we ſhall have 
him prate himſelf into a Fever by and by; carry him 
off, [ Exit, Serv, with L. F. 

Aman. Now on my Knees, my Dear, let me ask 
your pardon for my Indiſcretion, my own 1 never ſhall 
obtain, 

Lov. O! There's no Harm done: You ſerv'd him 
well. 

Aman. He did indeed deſerve it, But I tremble to 
think how dear my indiſcreet Reſentment might have 
colt yOu. 

Lov. O no matter, neyer trouble yourſelf about 
that, 

Ber, For Heaven's fake, what was't he did to you? 

Aman. O nothing ; he only ſqueez'd me kindly by 
the Hand, and frankly offer'd me a Coxcomb's Heart. 
] know 1 was to blame to reſent it as I did, ſince no- 
thing but a Quarrel could enfue. But the Fool fo ſur. 
priz'd me with his Inſolence, 1 was not Miſtreſs of my 
Fingers. 

Ber, Now I dare ſwear, he thinks you had em at 
great Command, they obey'd you fo readily. 

Enter Worthy. 

Wor. Save you, fave you good People: I'm glad to 
find you all alive; I met a wounded Peer carrying off: 
For Heaven's ſake what was the matter? 

Lev. O a Trifle : He would have lain with my Wife 
beſore my Face, ſo ſhe oblig'd him with a Box o' th! 
Ear, and I run him thro' the Body: That was all. | 

Mor. Bagatelle on all ſides. But, pray Madam, how 
long has this noble Lord been an humble Servant of 
Yours ? | 

Aman, This is the firſt I have heard on't, So I ſup- 
poſe tis his Quality, more than h's Love, has brought 
him into this Adventure. He thinks his Title an authen- 
tick Paſſport to every Woman's Heart, below the De- 
gree of a Peereſs. | : 

Wor, He's Coxcomb enough to think any thing. But 
I wou'd not have you brought into Trouble for him: 1 
hope there's no Danger of his Life? 


Lowe 
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Lov. None at all: He's fallen into the Hands of 2 
roguiſh Surgeon, who I perceive deſigns to frighten a 
little Money out of him, But I ſaw his Wound, tis no- 
thing; he may go to the Play to-night, if he pleaſes, 

Wor. I'm glad you have corrected him without far- 
ther Miſchief, And now, Sir, if theſe Ladies have no 
farther Service for you, you'll oblige me if you can go 
to the Place I ſpoke to you of t'other day, 

Lov. With all my Heart. [ 4fide.] Tho I cou'd 
wiſh, methinks, to ſtay and gaze a little longer on chat 
Creature, Good Gods! How beautiful ſhe is But 
what have I to do with Beauty? 1 have already had my 
Portion, and muſt not covet more, [To Wor. 
Come, Sir, when you pleaſe. 

Wor. Ladies, your Servant. 

Aman. Mr. Loveleſs, pray one Word with you before 
you go, 

Lov. to Wor.] I'll overtake you, Sir, What wou'd 
my Dear. [Exit Wor, 

Aman, Only a Woman's fooliſh Queſtion, How do 
you like my Couſin here? 

Lov. Jealous already Amanda? 

Aman, Not at all, 1 ask you for another Reaſon, 

Lov. aſide.] Whate'er her Reaſon be, I muſt not 
tell her true. [T» Azan.] Why, I confeſs ſhe's 
handſome. But you muſt not think 1 ſlight your Kinſ- 
woman, if 1 own to you, of all the Women who may 
claim that Character, ſhe is the laſt wou'd triumph in 
my Heart, 

Aman. I'm ſatisfy'd. 

Lov, Now tell me why you ask'd ? 

Aman. At Night I will. Adieu. 

Lov. I'm yours; \kiffſeng her.) [Exit Lov. 

Aman. aſide.) I'm glad to find he does not like her; 
for I have a great mind to perſuade her to come and live 
with me. {To Ber.] Now dear Berinthia, let me 
enquire a little into your Affairs: For 1do aſſure you, I 
am enough your Friend, to intereſt myſelf in every 
thing that concerns you, 


Ber, 
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Ber. You formerly have given me ſuch Proofs on't, 1 
ſhou'd be very much to blame to doubt it; I am ſorry 
I have no Secrets to truſt you with, that I might con- 
vince you how entire a Confidence I durſt repoſe in 
vou. 

Aman. Why is it poſſible, that one fo Young and 
Beau:iſul as you, ſhou'd live and have no Secrets? 

Ber. What Secrets do you mean * 

Aman. Lovers. 

Ber. O Twenty; but not one ſecret one amongſt em. 
Lovers in this Age have too much Honour to do any 
thing under-band ; they do all aboveboard. 

Aman. That now, methinks, wou'd make me hate a 


Mai 


Ber. But tx Women of the Town are of another 
nad: Farby this means a Lady may (with the ex- 
pence ofa few Coquet Glances) lead twenty Fools about 
in a String, for two or three Years together. Whereas, 
if ſhe ſhou'd allow 'em greater Favours, and oblige em 
to Secrecy, ſhe wou'd not keep one of em a Fort- 
night. | 
Aman. There's ſomething indeed in that to ſatisfy 
the Vani:y of a Woman, but 1 can't comprehend how 
the Men find their Account in it. 

Ber Their Entertainment, 1 muſt confeſs, is a Rid- 
dle to me. For there's very few of them ever get far- 
ther than a Bow ang an Ogle, I bave half a Score for. 
my ſhare, who follow me all over the Town ; and at 
the Play, the Park, and the Ci urch, do (with their Eyes) 
ſay the violent things to me — But I never hear any 
more of 'em. 

Aman. What can be the Reaſon of that ? 

Ber, One Reaſon is, They don't know how to go 
farther. They have had ſo little Practice, they don't 
underſtand the Trade. But beſides their Ignorance, you 
muſt know there is not one of my halt ſcore Lovers but 
what follows balf a ſcore Miſtreſſes. Now their Aﬀec- 
tions being div d:d amongſt ſo many, are not ſtrong e- 
nough for any one, to make em purſue her to the pur- 
poſe, Like a young Puppy in a Warren, they have a 
Flirt at all, and catch none. Aman. 
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Aman. Yet they ſeem to have a Torrent of Loye to 
diſpoſe of. 


Ber. They have ſo ; But tis like the River of a Mo- 


dern Philoſopher, (whoſe Works, tho a Woman, | have 
read) it ſets out with a violent Stream, ſplits in a thou- 


ſand Branches, and is all loſt in the Sands. 


Aman. But do you think this River of Love runs all 
its Courſe without doing any Miſchief? Do you think Þ 


it over flows nothing, 


Ber. O yes; "tis true, it never breaks into any bo- 
dy's Ground that has the leaſt Fence about it; but it 


overflows all the Commons that lie in its way. And 


this is the utmoſt Atchievement of thoſe dreadful Cham- i 


pions in the Field of Love the Beau, 


Aman. But prithee, Bermthia, inſtruct me a little | 
farther ; for I am fo great a Novice, I'm almoſt a- 
g me whilſt I was 


ſham'd ont. My Husband's leaving 


young and fond, threw me into that Depth of Diſcontent, 
that ever ſince 1 have led fo private and recluſe a Life, 


my Ignorance is ſcarce conceivable, I therefore fain 


would be inſtructed: Not (Heaven knows) that what 
you call Intrigues have any Charms for me; my Love 
and Principles are too well fix d. The practick Part of 
all unlawful Love is 

Ber. O tis abominable ; But for the Speculative ; that 
we muſt all confeſs is entertaining. The Converſation 
of all the virtuous Women in the Town turns upon that 
and new Clo hes. 

Aman. Pray be ſo juſt then to me, to believe, tis 
witha World of Innocency I wou'd enquire, Whether 
you think thoſe Women we call Women of Reputation, 
do really *ſcape all other Men, as they do thoſe Shadows 
of em, the Beaux. 

Ber. O no, Amanda; there are a ſort of Men make 
dreadful Work amongſt em: Men that may be call'd, 
The Beaux Antipathy ; for they agree in nothing but 
walking upon two Legs : 

Theſe have Brains; The Beau has none. 
Theſe are in Love witk their Miſtreſs : The Beau 
with himſelf. 

They 


+ rr — of 


_ _—— 


Virtue in Danger. 45 


They take care of her Reputation: He's induſtri- 
ous to deſtroy it. 


They are Decent: He's a Fop. 
They are Sound: He's Rotten. 
They are Men: He's an Ass. 

Aman, If this be their Character, I fanſy we had 
here e en now a Pattern of em both. 

Ber. His Lordſhip and Mr. Worthy * 

Aman. The ſame. 

Ber. As for the Lord, he's eminently ſo : And for 
the other, I can aſſure you, there's not a Man in Town 
who has a better Intereſt with the Women, that are worth 
having an Intereſt with. But 'tis all private: He's like 
a Back- ſtait Miniſter at Court, who, whilſt the reputed 
Favourites are ſauntering in the Bed-chamber, is ruling 
the Roaſt in the Cloſet, 

Aman. He anſwers then the Opinion I had ever of 
him. Heavens ! What a Difference there is between 
a Man like him, and that vain nauſeous Fop, Sir Novelty. 
{Taking her Hand.) I muſt acquaint you with a Secret, 
Couſin. Tis not that Fool alone has talk'd to me of 
Love, Worthy has been tampering too: 'Tis true, he 
has done it in vain: Not all his Charms or Art 
have power to ſhake me. My Love, my Duty, and 
my Virtue, are ſuch faithful Guards, 1 need not fear my 
Heart ſhou'd e'er betray me. But what I wonder at is 
this: 1 find 1 did not ſtart at his Propoſal, as when it 
came from one whom I contemn'd. I therefore men- 
tion this Attempt, that I may learn from you whence it 
proceeds; that Vice (which cannot change its Nature) 
ſhou'd ſo far change at leaſt its Shape, as that the ſelf- 
ſame Crime propos'd from one ſhall ſeem a Monſter ga- 
ping at your Ruin; when from another it ſhall look ſo 
kind, as tho it were your Friend, and never meant to 
harm you. Whence think you, can this Difference 
proceed? For 'tis not Love, Heaven knows, 

Ber. Ono; I wou'd not for the World believe it 
were. But poſlibly, ſhou'd there a dreadful Sentence 
paſs upon you, to undergo the Rage of both their Paſ- 
ſions ; the Pain you apprehend from one might ſeem ſo 
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trivial to the other, the Danger wou'd not quite ſo much 
alarm you, 

Aman. Fy, fy, Berinthia, you wou'd indeed alarm 
me, cou'd you incline me to a Thought, that all the 
Merit of Mankind combin'd, cou'd ſhake that tender 
Love I bear my Husband : No, he fits triumphant in 
my Heart, and nothing can dethrone him, 

Ber, But ſhou'd he abdicate again, do you think you 
ſhou'd preſerve the vacant Throne ten tedious Winters 
more, in hopes of his return ? 

Aman. lndeed I think I ſhou'd. Tho I confeſs, 
after thoſe Obligations he has to me, ſhou'd he aban- 
don me once more, my Heart wou'd grow exiremely 
urgent with me to root him thence, and caſt him out for 
ever, 

Ber. Were I that thing they call a lighted Wife, 
ſome body ſhou'd run the Riſque of being that thing 
they call ——— a Husband, 

Aman. O fy, Berinthia, no Revenge ſhou'd ever be 
taken againſt a Husband ; But to wrong his Bed is a 
Vengeance, which of all Vengeance ——— 

Ber. Is the ſweeteſt, ha, ha, ha. Don't 1 talk 
madly ? 

Aman. Madly indeed, 

Ber. Yet I'm very innocent. 

Aman. That I dare ſwear you are. I know how to 
make Allowances for your Humour: you were always 
very entertaining Company; but I find ſince Marriage 
and Widowhood have ſhewn you the World a little, you 
are very much improv'd. 

Ber. afide.] Alack a-day, there has gone more, than 
that to improve me, if ſhe knew all. 

Aman, For Heaven's fake, Berinthia, tell me what 
way I ſhall take to perſuade you to come and live with 
me ? 

Ber, Why, one way in the World there is 
but one. | 

Aman. Pray which 1s that? 

Ber. It is to allure me 
come. 


1 
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Aman. If that be all, you ſhall e'en lie here to- 
night, 

Ber. To-night ? 

Aman, Yes, to-night. 


me Ber. Why, the People where 1 lodge will think me 
15 mad. 


Aman. Let em think what they pleaſe. 

Ber. Say you ſo, Amanda? Why then they ſhall 
think what they pleaſe : For I'm a young Widow, 
and I care not what any body thinks. Ah, Amanda, 
it's a delicious thing to be a young Widow. | 

Aman. You'll hardly make me think fo. 

Ber. Pbu, becauſe you are in love with your Huſ- 
band: but that is not every Woman's Caſe, 

Aman. I hope *twas yours at leaſt, 

Ber. Mine, ſay ye? Now have a great mind to tell 
you a Lye, but 1 ſhou'd do it ſo awkardly, you'd find 
me Out, | | 
* Aman. Then een ſpeak the Truth. 

Ber. Shall 1 ? Then after all I did love him, 
Amanda as a Nun does Penance. 
lk Aman. Why did not you refuſe to marry him then: 

Ber, Becauſe my Mother wou'd baye whipt me. 
Aman. How did you live together ? 
Ber. Like Man and Wife, aſunder: 
He loy'd the Country, I the Town. 


_— He Hawks and Hounds, I Coaches and Equipage. 
ia He Eating and Drinking, 1 Carding and Playing. 
- He the Sound of a Horn, 1 the Squeak of a Fid- 
dle. 
We were dull Company at Table, worſe a- bed. 
an | 
Whenever we met, we gave one another the 
Spleen, | | 
= And never agreed but once, which was about lyin 
th alone. at. 
oF Aman, But tell me one thing truly and ſincerely. 
Ber. What's that ? 
Aman, Notwithſtanding all theſe Jars, did not his 
A Death at laſt extremely trouble you. 


Ly 
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Ber, O yes: Not that my preſent Pangs were fo 
very violent, but the After pains were intolerable. 1 
was forc'd to wear a beaſtly Widow's Band a Twelye- 
month fort. 

Aman. Women, I find, have different Inclinations. 

Ber. Women, I find, keep different Company, 
When your Husband ran away from you, if you had 
fallen into ſome of my Acquaintance, *twou'd have 
fav'd you many a Tear, But you go and live with a 
Grandmother, a Biſhop, and an old Nurſe, which was 
enough to make any Woman break her Heart for her 
Husband. Pray, Amanda, if ever you are a Widow, 
again, keep yourſelt ſo as I do, | 

Aman. Why? do you then reſolve you'll never 
marry ? 

Ber. O, no; I reſolve I will. 

Aman. How fo ! 

Ber. That I never may. 

Aman. You banter me. 

Ber, Indeed I don't. But I conſider I'm a Woman, 
and form my Reſolutions accordingly. | 

Aman. Well, my Opinion is, form what Reſolution 
you will, Matrimony will be the end on't. 

Ber. Faith it won't. 

Aman, How do you know ? 

Ber. I'm ſure on't. 

Aman. Why, do you think 'tis impoſſible for you to 
fall in love ? 

Ber. No. | 

Aman. Nay, but to grow ſo paſſionately fond, that 
nothing but the Man you love can give you Reſt. 

Ber. Well, what then ? 1 

Aman. Why, then you'll marry him, 

Ber. How do you know that ? 

Aman. Why, what can you do elſe ? 

Ber. Nothing— but fit and cry. 

Aman, Pſha. 

Ber. Ah, poor Amanda, you have led a Country 
Life : But if you'll conſult the Widows of this ywy 
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they'll tell you, you ſhou'd never take a Leaſe of a 
Houſe you can hire for a Quarter's Warning. 


The End of the Second A. 


Exeunt. 
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A CT MI. 
Enter Lerd Foppington and Servant. 
L. F. E Y, Fellow, let the Coach come to the 


Door. 

Serv, Will your Lordſhip venture ſo foon to expoſe 
yourſelf to the Weather 

L. F. Sir, I will venture as ſoon as I can, to expoſe 
myſelf to the Ladies; tho give me my Cloke however; 
for in that Side-box, what between the Air that come 
in at the Door on one fide, and the intolerable 
Warmth of the Masks on t'other, a Man gets ſo many 
Heats and Colds, *twou'd deſtroy the Canſtiiution of a 
Harſe. 

Ser. putting on his Cloke.] I wiſh your Lordſhip 
wou'd pleaſe to keep Houſe a little Jonger, I'm afraid 
your Honour does not well conſider your Wound. 

L. F. My Wound! 1 wou'd not be in Eclipſe 
another Day, tho 1 had as many Wounds in my Guts 
as I have had in my Heart. 

Enter Young Faſhion. 

7. F. Brother, your Servant. How do you find 
yourſelf to-day ? 

L. F. So well, that I have arder'd mv Coach to the 
Door: So there's no great Danger of Death this baut, 
Tam. 

Y. F. I'm very glad of it, 

L. F. aſide.) Thar I believe's a Lye. Prithee, Tam, 
tell me one thing: Did not your Heart cut a Caper vp 
to your Mauth, when you heard I was run thro” the 
Bady ? 

Vor. I. C 7. F. 
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T. F. Why do you think it ſhou'd ? 

T. F. Becauſe I remember mine did ſo, when heard 
my Father was ſhat thro' the Head. 

Y. F. It then did very il], x 

L. F. Prithee, why ſo? 

Y. F. Becauſe he us'd you very well. 

L. F. Well ?— naw ſtrike me dumb, he ſtary'd me. 
He has let me want a Thauſand Women for want of 
a Thauſand Paund. * 

Y. F. Then he hindred you from making a great ma- 
ny ill Bargains, for I think no Woman is worth Money, 
that will take Money. 

L. F. If I were a younger Brother, I ſhou'd think ſo 
too. 

T. F. Why, is it poſlible you can value a Woman 
that's to be bought ? 

TL. F. Prithee, why not as well as a Pad-Nag ? 

T. F. Becauſe a Woman has a Heart to diſpoſe of; 

a Horſe has none. 
T. F. Look you, Tam, of all things that belang to a 
Woman, I have an Averſion to her Heart: Far when 
once a Woman has given you her Heart= you can 
never get rid of the reſt of her Bady, 

T. F. This is ſtrange Doctrine: But pray in your 
Amours how is it with your own Heart ? 

L. F. Why, my Heart in my Amours is like 
——— my Heart aut of my Amours ; a la glace. My Ba- 
dy, Tam, is a Watch; and my Heart is the Pendulum 
to it; whilſt the Finger runs raund to every Hour in the 
Circle, that ſtill beats the ſame time. 

Y. F. Then you are ſeldom much in love! 

C. F. Never, (tap my Vitals. 

Y. F. Why then did you make all this Buſtle about 
Amanda? ; 

L. F. Becauſe ſhe was a Woman of an inſolent Vir- 
tue, and I thought myſelf piqu'd in Honour to debauch 
her. 

Y. F. Very well. [A/ide.] Here's a rare Fellow 
for you, to have the ſpending of Five Thouſand Pounds 
a-year, But now for my Buſineſs with bm, [To 
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L. Fop.] Brother, tho | know to talk to you of Buſineſs 
(eſpecially of Money) is a Theme not quite ſo entertain- 
ing to you as that of the Ladies; my Neceſſities are 
ſuch, 1 hope you'll have patience to hear me. 

L. F. The greatneſs of your Neceſſities, Tam, is the 
worſt Argument in the World for your being patiently 
heard, I do believe you are going to make me a ye 
good Speech, but, ſtrike me dumb, it has the worſt be- 
ginning of any Speech I have heard this Twelvemonth. 

T. F. I'm very ſorry you think fo. | 

L. F. I do believe thou art. But come, let's kno 
thy Affair quickly; for 'tis a new Play, and I ſhall 
be ſo rumpled and ſqueezed with preſling thro' the 
Crawd, to get to my Servant, the Women will think I 
have lain all Night in my Clothes. 

Y. F. Why then (that I may not be the Author of { 
great a Misfortune) my Caſe in a word is this. | 

The neceſſary Expences of my Travels have ſo much 
exceeded the wretched Income of my Annuity, that I 
have been forced to mortgage it for Five Hundred 
Pounds, which is ſpent ; fo that unleſs you are ſo kind 
to aſſiſt me in redeeming it, I know no Remedy but to 
take a Purſe, 

L. F. Why, Faith, Tam to give you my ſenſe 
of the thing, 1 do think taking a Purſe the beſt Remedy 
in the World; for if you ſucceed, you are reliev'd that 
way ; if you are taken— you are reliev'd other, 

T. F. I'm glad to ſee you are in ſo pleaſant a Humour; 
I hope I ſhall find the effects on't. p 

L. F. Why, do you then really think it a reaſonable 
thing I ſhou'd give you Five Hundred Paunds ? 

7. F. I do not ask it as a Due, Brother, I am willing 
to receive it as a Favour, 

L. F. Thau art willing to receive it any haw, ſtrike 
me ſpeechleſs, But thete are damn'd times to give Mo- 
ney in, Taxes are fo great, Repairs ſo exorbitant, Te- 
nants ſuch Rogues, and Perriwigs ſo dear, that the De- 
vil take me, I am reduc'd to that extremity in my Caſh, 
I bave been farc'd to retrench in that one Article of ſweet 
Payder, till I haye braught it dawn to Five Guineas a 
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Manth. Naw judge, Tam, whether I can ſpare 
hve hundred Paunds. e . oy 

T. F. If you can't, I muſt ſtarve, that's all. LAſide.] 
Damn him. 

L. F. All I can fay is, you ſhould have been a bet- 
ter Husband. 

T. F. Oons, it you can't live upon five thouſand à- 
year, how do you think I ſhou'd do't upon two hun- 
dred ? 

L. F. Don't be in a Paſſion, Tam; far Paſſion is 
the moſt unbeccming thing in the World — to the 
Face. 

Look you, I don't love to ſay any thing to you to 
make you melancholy ; but upon this occaſion I muſt 
take leave to put you in mind, that a Running Horſe 
does require more Attendance than a Coach-Horſe. 
Nature has made ſome difference *twixt you and J. 

Y. F. Yes, ſhe has made you older. LAſide.] Pox 
take her, | 

L. F. Tiat is nat all, Tam. 

7. F. Why, what is there elſe ? 

CL. F. Locking firſt upon himſelf, then uton his Bre- 
ther. ] Ask the Ladies. 

Y. F. Why, thou Eſſence- Bottle, thou Musk-Cat, 
doſt thou then think thou haſt any Advantage over me, 
but what Fortune has given thee? 

TZ. F. I do ſtap my Vitals. 

Y. F. Now, by all that's great and powerſul, thou art 
the Prince of Coxcombs, | 

L. F. Sir— I am praud of being at the Head of fo 

revailing a Party. 

T. F. Will nothing then provoke thee? —— Draw, 
Coward. 

L. F. Look you, Tam, you know I have always 
taken you for a mighty dull Fellow, and here is one of 
the fooliſheſt Plats broke out, that I bave ſeen a long 
time. Your Paver'y makes your Life ſo burdenſome to 
you, you would p:0y0ke me to a Quarrel, in hopes 
either to flip g 1 Lungs into my Eſtate, or to get 
yourſelf run thront Guts, to put an end to your _ 

ut 
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But I will diſappoint you in both your Deſigns; far 
with the Temper of a Philaſapher, and the Diſcretion of 
a Stateſman— I will go to the Play with my Sword 
in my Scabbard. [ Exit L. Fop. 

Y. F. So! Farewel, Snuff- Box, 

And now, Conſcience, I defy thee, 
Lory ! 
Enter Lory. 

Lory. Sir. 

T. F. Here's rare News, Lory; his Lordſhip has 
given me a Pill has purg'd off all my Scruples. 

Lo. Then my Heart's at eaſe again: For 1 have 
been is a lamentable Fright, Sir, ever ftnce your Con- 
ſcience had the Impudence to intrude into your Com- 

any. 
: 7. F. Be at peace, it will come there no more: 
My Brother has given it a wring by the Noſe, and kT 
have kick'd it down ſtairs. So run away to the Inn; 
get the Horſes ready quickly, and bring them to old 
Coupler's, without a moment's Delay. 

Lo. Then, Sir, you are going ſtrait about the Fortune. 

Y. F, lam: away; 975 Tory. 

Lo, The happicſt Day I ever ſaw. I'm upon the 


Wing already, [Exeunt ſeveral ways. 


SCENE, A Garden. 


Fnter Loveleſs and Servant. 
Lov. Is my Wife within ? 
Ser, No, Sir, ſhe has been gone out this half hour, 
Lov. 'Tis well; leave me. 
Sols. 
Sure Fate has yet ſome Brhneſs to be done, 
Before Amanda's Heart and mine muſt reſt ; 
Elſe, why amonegft thoſe Legions of her Sex, 
W hich throng the World, 
Shou'd ſhe pick out for her Companion 
The only one on Earth, 
Whom Nature has endow'd for her undoing ? 
C 3 Undoing 
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Undoing was't, I ſaid Who ſhall undo her * 

Is not her Empire fix d? Am I not hers ? 

Did ſhe not reſcue me, a groveling Slave, 

When chain'd and bound by that black Tyrant Vice, 
1 labour'd in his vileſt Drudgery 7 

Did ſhe not ranſom me, and ſet me free ? 

Nay more: 

When by my Follies ſunk 

To a poor tatter'd deſpicable Beggar, 

Did ſhe not lift me up to envy'd Fortune ? 

Give me herſelf, and all that ſhe poſleſt ? 

Without a Thought of more Keturn, 

Than what a poor repenting Heart might make her. 
Han't ſhe done this? And if ſhe has, 

Am I not ſtrongly bound to love her for it? 

To love her Why, do I not love her then? 

By Earth and Heaven 1 do, 

Nay, I have Demonſtration that I do: 

For | wou'd ſacrifice my Life to ſerve her. 

Ye: hold if laying down my Life 

Be Demonſtration of my Love, 

W hat is't 1 feel in favour of 1 7 

For ſhou'd ſhe be in danger, methinks I cou'd incline 


O 
To risk it for her Service too; and yet I do not love her. 


How then ſubſiſts my Proof ? 
——_O, I bave found it our. 
What I wou'd do for one, is Demonſtration of my Love; 
And if I'd do as much for tother ; it there is Demon- 
ſtration of my Friendſhip— Ay— it muſt be fo, 1 
find 'm very much her Friend. 

Yet let me ask myſelf one puzzling Queſtion 


more: c 
W hence ſprings his mighty Friendſhip all at once? 
For our Acquaintanc* is of later Date. 


Now Friendſhip's ſaid to be a Plant of tedious Growth, 
its Root compos'd of tender Fibres, nice in their Taſte, 


cautious in ſpreading, check'd with the leaſt Corruption 


in the Soil; long ere it take, and longer ſtill ere it ap- 


pear to do ſo: whillt mine is in a moment ſhot fo high, 
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and fix'd ſo faſt, it ſeems beyond the Power of Storms 

to make it, I doubt it thrives too faſt, Muſing. 
Enter Berinthia. 

— Ha, ſhe here! — Nay. then take heed my Heart, 

for there are Danvers towards. 


ber. What makes you look ſo thoughtful, Sir? I hope 
you are not ill. 

Lov, I was debating, Madam, whether I was fo or 
not; and that was it which made me look ſo thoughtful, 

Ber. Is it then fo hard a Matter to decide? 1 thought 
all People had been acqua. inted with their own Bodies, 
tho few People know their own Minds, 

Lov. What if the Diſtemper, I ſuſpect, be ia the 
Mind ? 
Ber Why then I'll undertake to preſcribe you a 


Lov, Alas, you undertake you know not what, 

Ber. So far at leaſt then a!low me to be a Phyſician, 

Lov. Nay, I'M allow you ſo yet farther: For I have 
reafon to believe, ſhou'd 1 pu: mvſelf into your Hands, 
you wou'd increaſe my Diſtempe!. 

Ber. Perhaps I might have Reaſons from the Col ege 
not to be too quick in your Cure; but *tis poſſible, I 
might find ways to give you lien Eaſe, Sir. 

Low Were 1 but ſure of that, I'd quickly lay my 
Caſe before you. 

Ber. Whether you are ſure of it or no, what Riſque 
do you run in trying ? 

Lov. O, a very great one. 

Ber, How ? 

Lov. You might betray my Diſtemper to my Wife. 

Ber. And ſo loſe all my Practice. 

Lov. Will you then keep my Secret ? 

Ber, | will, if it don't burſt me. 

Lov. Swear. 

Ber. 1 do. 

Lov. By what. 

Ber. By Woman. 

Lov, That's ſwearing by my Deity, Do it by your 
own, or 1 ſhan't believe you. 
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Ber. By Man then. 

Lov, I'm ſatisty' J. Now hear my Symptoms, and 
give me Jour Advice. The fiiſt were theſe : 

When "was my Chance to ſee you at the Play, 
Arandom Glance you threw, at firſt alarm'd me, 

I cou'd not turn my Eyes from u hence the Danger came: 
I gaz'd upon you, till you ſhot again, 
And then my Fears came on me, 
My Heart began to pant, my Limbs to tremble, 
My Blood grew thin, my Pulſe beat quick, 
My Eyes grew hot and dim, and all the Frame of Nature 
Shook with Apprehenſion. 
Tis true, ſome ſmall Recruits of Reſolution 
My Manhood brought to my Aſſiſtance, 
And by their Help I made a Stand a while, 
But found at laſt your Arrows flew ſo chick, 
They cou'd not fail to pierce me; 
So left the Field, 
And fied for ſhelter to Amanda's Arms. 
What think you of theſe Symptoms, pray? 
Ber. Feveriſh every one of em. 
But what Relief pray did your Wife afford you? 

Lov. Why, inſtantly ſhe let me Blood, which for 
the preſent much aſſuag'd my Flame. But when I ſaw 
you, out it burſt again, and rag'd with greater Fury 
than before. Nay, ſince you now appear, *tis fo in- 
creas'd, that in a moment, if you do not help me, I 
ſhall, whilſt you look on, conſume to Aſhes, 

| [ Taking hold of her Hand. 

Ber, breaking from him.] O Lard, let me go: Tis 
the Plague, and we ſhall all be infected. 

Lov. caiching her in his Arms, and kiſſing her.] Then 
we'll die together, my charming Angel. 

Ber. V Ged the Devil's in you. 

Lord, let me go, here's ſome body coming. 
Enter Servant. * 

Serv. Sir, my Lady's come home, and deſires to ſpeak 
with you: She's in her Chamber, 

Lov, Tell her I'm coming, [Exit Serv. 


To 
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To Ber) But before I go, one Glaſs of Nectar more 
nd to drink her Health, 
Ber. Stand off, or I ſhall hate you, by Heavens. 
Lov. kiſſing her.] In matters of Love, a Woman's 
Oath is no more to be minded than a Man's. 
e: Ber. Um 


Enter Worthy. 

Wor, Ha! What's here? my old Miſtreſs, and ſo 
cloſe, I'faith ! I wou'd not ſpoil her Sport for the Uni- 
verſe. [He retires. 

Ire Ber. O Ged Now do I pray to Heaven, 

[Exit Loveleſs running. 
With all my Heart and Soul, that the Devil 
In Hell may take me, if ever— I was better pleas'd in 
My Life— This Man has bewitch'd me, that's certain, 
Sighing.] Well, I am condemn'd, but, Thanks to Hea- 
ven, | feel 

Myſelf each moment more and more prepar'd for my 
Execution. Nay, to that degree, I don't perceive I have 
The leaſt fear of Dying. No, I find, let the 
Executioner be but a Man, and there's nothing will 

| Suffer with more Reſolution than a Woman. 

or Well, I never had but one Intrigue yet: 


W Burt I confeſs I long to have another, 
ry Pray Heaven it end as the firſt did tho, 
n- That we may both grow weary at a time; 
[ For tis a melancholy thing for Lovers to outlive one an- 
other, 
4. Enter Wotthy. 
is Wor. aſide.] This Diſcovery's a lucky one, I hope to 
make a happy uſe on't. That Gentlewoman there is no 
n Fool; ſo 1 ſhall be able to make her underſtand her 
Intereſt. [To Ber.] Your Servant, Madam, I need not 
ask you how you do, you have got ſo good a Colour. 
Ber. No better than I us'd to have, I ſuppoſe. 
Wer, A little more Blood in your Cheeks. 
k Pens The Weather's hot. 
Wor. If it were not, a Woman may have a Colour. 
2 Ber, What do you mean by that ? 


Wor. Nothing. 
Cs Ber, 


r 
— 1 * = - 


Sn AAS ED 


1 Is — 
*Þ 4 x" 


58 The RELAPSE; or, 


Ber. Why do you ſmile then ? 

I or. Becauſe the Weather's hot. 

Ber. You'll never leave roguing, I ſee that. 

Wor, Putting his Finger to his Noſe.] You'll never 
leave lee that. | 

Ber. Well, I can't imagine what you drive at. Pray 
tell me what you mean? 

Wor. Do you tell me, it's the ſame thing. 

Ber. I can't. 

or. Gueſs! 

Ber. I ſhall gueſs wrong. 

Wor, Indeed you won't. 

Ber, Pſha! either tell, or let it alone. 

IWor. Nay, rather than let it alone, I will tell. But 
firſt I muſt put you in mind, That after what has paſt 
"ewixt you and I, very few things ought to be Secrets 
between us, 

Ber. Why, what Secrets do we hide? I know of 
none. 

Wor, Yes, there are two; one I haye hid from you, 
and t'other you wou'd hide from me, You are fond of 
Loveleſs, which I have diſcover'd; and 1 am fond of his 
Wite | 

Ber, Which I bave diſcover'd. 

Wor, Very well, now I confeſs your Diſcovery to be 
true: What do you ſay to mine? 

Ber. Why, I confeſs— I ü wou'd ſwear 'twere 
falſe, if 1 thought you were Fool enough to believe 
me. 

Wer. Now am I almoſt in love with you again. 
Nay, 1 don't know but |, might be quite ſo, bad I made 
one ſhort Campaign with Amanda. Therefore, if you 
find *twou'd tickle your Vani'y, to bring me down once 
more to your Lure, e'en help me quickly to diſpatch 
her Buſineſs, that l may haie noc bing elſe to do, but 
to apply myſelf to yours. 

Ber. Do you then think, Sir, I am old enough to be 
a Bawd ? : i 

Wor, No, but I think you are wiſe enough to 

Ber. To do what? 


Wor. 
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or. To hoodwink Amanda with a Gallant, that ſhe 
mayn't ſee who is her Husband's Miſtreſs. 
Ber. aſide.] He has reaſon ; The Hint's a good 
Ver one. 


Wer. Well, Madam, what think you on't * 


ray Ber. I think you are {6 much a deeper Politician in 
theſe Aﬀairs than I am, that I ought to haye a very 
great regard to your Advice, 

Wor. Then give me leaye to put you in mind, that 
the moſt eaſy, ſafe, and pleaſant Situation for your own 
Amour, is the Houſe in which you now are ; provided 
you keep Amanda from any ſort of Suſpicion, That 
the way to do that, is to engage her in an Intrigue of 

But her own, making yourſelf her Confident. And the 
paſt W way to bring her to intrigue, is to make her jealous of 
rets her Husband in a wrong place; which the more you 
foment, the leſs you'll be ſuſpected. This is my Scheme, 
of in ſhort ; which if you follow as you ſhou'd do (my 
dear Berinthia) we may all four paſs the Winter very 

* pleaſantly. 

0 


Ber. Well, I cou'd be glad to have no body's Sins to 


bis anſwer for but my own. But where there is a neceſ- 
{it | | 
oy Right, as you ſay, where there is a neceſſity, a | 
be Chriſtian is bound to help his Neighbour. So, good 2» 
Berinthia, loſe no time, but let us begin the Dance as 
ere faſt as we can. 
eve Ber. Not till the Fiddles are in Tune, pray Sir. Your 
f Lady's St ings will be very apt to fly, I can tell you that, 
in. if they are wound up too haſtily. But if you'll have 
ade patience to skrew em to a pitch by degrees, 1 don't 
ou doubt but ſhe may endure to be play'd upon. 
ace Wor. Ay, and will make admirable Muſick too, or 
teh I'm miſtaken; but have you had no private Cloſet Diſ- 
but courſe with her yet about Males and Females, and ſo 
forth, which may give you hopes in her Conſtitution? 
be WH for 1 know her Morals are the Devil againſt us. 


Ber. I have had ſo much Diſcourſe with her, that I 
believe were ſhe once cur'd of her Fondneſs to her Huſ- 
band, 
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band, the Fortreſs of her Virtue wou'd not be ſo im 
pregnable as ſhe fanſiee. 

Wor, What! ſhe runs, I'll warrant you, into that 
common Miſtake of fond Wives, who conclude them- 
ſelves virtuous, becauſe they can refuſe a Man they 
don't like, when they have got one they do, 

Ber, True, and therefore I think tis a preſumptuous 
thing in a Woman to aſſume the Name of Virtuous, 
till the has heartily hated her Husband, and been ſound- 
ly in love with ſomebody elſe. Whom, if ſhe bas 
withitood ——— then much good may it 
do her, 

Wor. Well, ſo much for her Virtue, Now, one 
word of her Inclinations, and every one to their Poſt. 
What Opinion do you find ſhe has of me ? 

Ber. What you cou'd wiſh; ſhe thinks you handſome 
and diſcreet, 

Wor, Good, that's thinking half Seas over. One 
Tide more brings us into Port, 

Ber. Perhaps it may, tho ſtill remember, there's a 
difficult Bar to paſs. 

Hor. I know there is, but I don't queſtion 1 ſhall 
get well over it, by the help of ſuch a Pilot. 

Ber. You may depend upon your Pilot, ſhe“ do the 
beft ſhe can; ſo weigh Anchor and be gone as ſoon as 
you pleaſe. | 

Wor. I'm under Sail already. Adieu. [Exit Wor, 

Ber, Bon Voyage, 


Sola. 

So, here's fine Work. What a Buſineſs have I un 
dertaken? I'm a very pretty Gentlewoman truly; but 
there was no avoiding it: He'd have ruin'd me, if I had 
refus'd him. Befides, Faith, I begin to fanſy there may 
be as much pleaſure in carrying on another body's In- 
trigue, as one's own. This at leaſt is certain, It exer- 
ciſes almoſt all the entertaining Faculties of a Woman : 
For there's employment for Hypocrify, Invention, De- 
ceit, Flattery, Miſchief, and Lying. 

Enter Amanda, her Woman following her. 

Nom. If you pleaſe, Madam, only to ſay, whether 

you'll have me buy 'em or not, Amane 
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Aman. Yes, no, go fiddle z I care not what you do. 
Prithee leave me. 


Wom. I have done. Exit Nom. 
Ber. What in the Name of Jove's the matter with 
ou? 


Aman. The matter, Berinthia, I'm almoſt mad, 
I'm plagu'd to death. | 

Ber. Who is it that plagues you ? 

Aman. Who do you think ſhou'd plague a Wife, 
but her Husband ? 

Ber. O ho, is it come to that? We ſhall have you 
wiſh yourſelf a Widow by and by. | 

Aman. Wou'd I were any thing but what Iam; a 
baſe ungrateful Man, after what I bave done for him, 
to uſe me thus 

Ber. What, he has been ogling now, I'll warrant 
you ? 

Aman. Yes, he has been ogling. 

Ber. And fo you are jealous ? Is that all? 

Aman. That all ! Is Jealouſy then nothing ? 

Ber. It ſhou'd be nothing, if I were in your Caſe, 

Aman. Why, what wou'd you do ? 

Ber, I'd cure myſelf, 

Aman. How ? | 

Ber. Let blood in the fond Vein : Care as litle for 
my Husband, as he did for me. 

Aman. That wou'd not ſtop his Courſe. 

Ber. Nor nothiog elſe, when the Wind's in the warm 
Corner. Look you, Amanda, you may build Caſtles 
in the Air, and fume, and fret, and grow thin” and 
lean, and pile and ugly, if you pleaſe. Bur I tell you, 
no Man worth having is true to his Wife, or can be 
true to his Wife, or ever was, or ever will be (o. 

Aman. Do you then really think he's falſe to me? 
for I did but ſuſpect him. 

Ber. Think ſo! I know he's ſo. 

Aman, ls it poſſidle? Pray tell me what you 
know. 

Ber. Don't preſs me then to name Names, for that 
I have ſworn 1 won't do. 
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Aman, Well, 1 won't ; but let me know all you can 
without Perjury. 

Ber. I'll let you know enough to to prevent any wiſe 
Woman's dying of the Pip ; and 1 hope you'll pluck up 
your Spirits, and ſhew upon occaſion, you can be as 
good a Wite as the beſt of 'em. 

Aman, Well, whata Woman can do IM endeayour, 

Ber. O, a Woman can do a great deal, if once ſhe 
ſets her mind to it. Therefore pray don't ſtand trifling 
any longer, and teaſing yourſelf with this and that, 
and your Love and your Virtue, and I know not what: 
But reſolve to hold up your Head, get a tiptoe, and 


look over them all ; for to my certain knowledge your 
Husband is a pickeering elſewhere. 


Aman. You are ſure on't? 

Ber, Poſitively he fell in love at the Play. 

Aman. Right, the very ſame; do you know the 
ugly thing? 

Ber. Yes, I know her well enough; but ſhe's no 
ſuch ugly thing neither, 

Aman. Is ſhe very handſome ? 

Ber. Truly I think fo. 

Aman. Hey ho. 

Ber. What do you figh for now? 

Aman. Oh my Heart, 

Ber. aſide.) Only the Pangs of Nature; ſhe's in La- 
bour of her Love ; Heaven ſend her a quick Delivery, 
I'm ſure ſhe has a good Midwife. 

Aman. I'm very ill, I muſt go to my Chamber. 
Dear Berinthia, don't leave me a moment. 


Ber. No, don't fear, [Aſide.] I'll ſee you ſafe 
brought to bed, I'll warrant you. | 


[Exeunt, Amanda leaning upon Berinthia, 


SCENE, 


© 
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SCENE, A Country Houſe. 


Enter Young Faſhion and Lory, 


Y. F. Oo, here's our Inheritance, Lory, if we can 

but get into Poſſeſſion. But methinks the 
Seat of our Family looks like Noah's Ark, as if the 
chief part on't were deſign'd for the Fowls of the Air, 
and the Beaſts of the Fleld, 

Lo. Pray, Sir, don't le: your Head run upon the Or- 
ders of building here; get but the Heireſs, let the Devil 
take the Houſe. 

F. Get but the Houſe, let the Devil take the Heireſs, 
I fay ; at leaſt if ſhe be as old Ceuler deſcribes her. 
But come, we have no time to ſquander. Knock at the 
Door.“ [Lory knocks tu or three times.] What 
the Devil, have they got no Ears in this Houſe? Knock 
harder, 

Lo I Gad, Sir, tais will prove ſome Inchanted Caſtle, 
we ſhall have the Giant come out by and by with his 
Club, and beat our Brains out. [Knocks again, 

Y. F. Huſh; they come. 

From within.) Who is there ? 

Lo, Open the Door and fee: Is that your Country 
Breeding ? 

Within. Ay, but two Words to a Bargain; Tummas, 
is the Blunderbuſs prim'd ? 

Y. F. Oons, give *em good Words, Lory; we ſhall 
be ſhot here a Fortune-catching 

Lo. 1 gad, Sir, I think y'are in the right on't Ho, 
Mr. What d'ye-call- um. [Servant appears at the 
Window with a Blunderbuſs,) Weall naw, what's yare 
Buſineſs ? 

T. F. Nothing, Sir, but to wait upon Sir Tunbelly, 
with your leave. 


Ser. To weat upon Sir Twnbelly * Why, you'll find 


that's juſt as Sir Iunbelly pleaſes. 
Y. F, But will you do me the Favour, Sir, to know 

whether Sir Twnbelly pleaſes or not? 
By | Ser. 
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Ser. Why, look you, do you ſee, with good Words 
much may be done, Ralph, go thy weas, and ask Sir 
Twnbelly if he pleaſes to be waited upon. And, do'ſt 


hear? Call to Nurſe, that ſhe may lock up Miſs Hoyden 
before the Geat's open. f 


T. F. D'ye hear that, Lory? 

Lo. Ay, Sir, I'm afraid we ſhall find a difficult Job 
on't. Pray Heaven that old Rogue Coupler han't ſent 
us to fetch Milk out of the Gunroom. 

J. F. I'll warrant thee all will go well: See the 
Door opens. 

Enter Sir Tunbelly, with his Servants arm'd with 

Guns, Clubs, Pitchforks, Srythes, &c. 

Lo. running behind his Maſter.] O Lord, O Lord, 
O Lord, we are both dead Men. 

Y. F. Take heed, Fool, thy Fear will ruin us. 

Lo. My Fear, Sir; 'Sdeath, Sir, I fear nothing, 
Aſide.) Wou'd I were well up to the Chin in a Horſe- 
Pond. 

Sir Tun. Who is it here has any Buſineſs wich me? 

J. F. Sir, tis |, if your Name be Sir Tunbelly Clumſey. 

Sir Tun. Sir, my Name is Sir Tunbelly Clumſey, whe- 
ther you have any Buſineſs with me or not. So you ſee 
I am not aſham'd of my Name nor my Face. 
neither. 

Y. F. Sir you have no cauſe, that I know of. 

Sir Tux. Sir, if you have no cauſe neither, I defire to 
know who you are; for till I know your Name, I 
ſnall not ask you to come into my Houſe, and when [I 
know your Name—— tis fix to four I don't ask you 
neither. | 

Y. F. giving him a Tetter.) Sir, I hope you'll find 
this Letter an Authemtick Paſſport. 8 

Sir Tun. Cod's my life I ask your Lordſhip's Par- 
don ten thouſand times. [(To his Servant. ] Here, 
run in a-doors quickly: Get a Scotch- Coal Fire in the 
great Parlour ; ſet all the Turkey-work-Chairs in their 
p'aces ; get the great Braſs Candleſticks out, and be ſure 
Rick the Sockets full of Laurel, run. [Turning to Y, 
Faſh.) My Lord, I ask your Lordſhip's pardon. 
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To other Servants.) And do you hear, run away to 
Nurſe, bid her let Miſs Heyden ooſe again, and if it 
was not ſhifting Day, let her put on a clean Tucker, 
quick. [ Faeust £i- vants cenfuſedly. 

To V. Faſh.] I hope your Hongur will excuſe the 
diſorder of my Family, ve are not us'd to receive Men 
of your Lordſhip's great Quality every day; pray where 
ae jour Coaches, and Servants, my Lo d? 

T. F. Sir, that I might g.ve you and your fair Daughe 
ter a proof how :mpatient I am to be nearer a-kin to 
you, I left my Equi page to follow me, and came away 
Poſt with only one Servant, 

Sir Tun. Your Lordſhip does me too much Honour, 
It was expoſing your Perſon to too much Fatigue and 
Danger, I proteſt it was; but my Daughter ſhall en- 
deavour to make you what amends ſhe can; and tho I 
ſay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it Hoyden has Charms, 


I. F. Sir, I am not a Stranger to them, tho I am to 


her, Common Fame has done her Juſtice. 

Sir Tun. My Lord, I am common Fame's very grate- 
ful humble Servant. My Lord my Girl's young, 
Heyden is young, my Lord; but this I muſt ſay for her, 
what ſhe wants in Art, ſhe has by Nature ; what ſhe 
wants in Fxperience, ſhe has in Breeding ; and what's 
wanting in he: Age, is made good in her Conſtitution. 
So pray, my Lord, walk in; pray my Lord, walk 
in. 

Y. F. Sir, I wait upon you. ._  [Exeunt. 

\iſs Hoyden ſola. 

Sure never no body was us'd as Il am, I know well 
enough what other Girls do, for all they think to make 
a Fool of me : It's well I have a Husband a coming, 
or I cod, I'd marry the Baker, I wou'd ſo. No bed 
can knock at the Gate, but preſently I muſt be lockt up; 
and here's the young Greyhound Bitch can run looſe 
about the Houſe all the day long, ſhe can; tis very 
well. | 


Nurſe without, opening the Door. 
Miſs Hoyden, Miſs, Miſs, Miſs ; Miſs Heyden. 


Enter 
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Enter Nurſe, 

Miſs. Well, what do you make ſuch a noiſe for, ha 
What do you din a body's Ears for ? Can't one be at 
quiet for you? 

Nurſe, What do I din your Ears for? Here's one 
come will din your Ears for you. 

Miſs. What care I who's come; 1 care not à Fig 
who comes, nor who goes, as long as I mult be lockt 
up. like the Ale-Ce lar. 

Nurſe, That, Miſs, is for fear you ſhou'd be drank 
before you are ripe. | 

Miſs. O, don't you trouble your Head about that; 
I'm as ripe as you, tho not ſo mellow. 

Nurſe Very well; now | have a good mind to 
re you up again, and not let you ſee my Lord to- 
night, | 

Miſs. My Lord! Why is my Husband come? 

Nurſe, Yes marry is he, and a goudly Perſon too. 

Altſs, hugging Nurſe.) O my dear Nurſe, forgive me 
this once, 2ad I“ neyer miſuſe you again; no, if 1 do, 
you ſhall give me three thumps on the Back, and a great 
pinch by the Cheek. 

Nurſe. Ah the poor thing, ſee how it melts ; it's as 
full of Good-Nature, as an Egg's full of Meat. 

Miſs. But, my dear. Nurſe, don't lie now; is he 
come by your troth? 
Nurſe. Yes, by my truly, is he. 
Miſs. O Lord! I'll go and put on my lac'd Smock, 
tho I'm whipt till the Blood run down my Heels for'r, 
Exit running, 
Nurſe. Eh—— the Lord ſuccour thee, how thou art 
delighted? [Exit after her. 
Enter Sir Tunbelly, and Young Faſhion. A Servant 
with Wine. | 
Sir Tun, My Lord, I'm proud of the Honour to ſee 
Four Lordſhip within my Doors: and I humbly crave 
eave to bid you welcome in a Cup of Sack Wine. 
Y. F. Sir, to your Daughter's Health. Drinks. 
Sir Jun. Ah poor Girl, ſhe'll be ſcar'd out of her 
Wits on her Wedding Night; for, honeſtly ſpeaking, 
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he does not know a Man from a Woman, but by his 
| Rn and his Breeches, 
Sir, I don't doubt ſhe has a virtuous Education, 

_ 0 with the reſt of her Merit makes me long to ſee 
her mine. 1 wiſh you wou 'd diſpenſe with the Canoni- 
cal Hour, and let it be this very Night. 

Sir Tus. O not ſo ſoon neither; that's ſhooting my 
Girl before you bid her and. No, give her fair warn- 
ing, we'll ſign and ſeal to-night if you pleaſe; and 
this Day ſeven night let the Jade look to her 
(Quarters. 

T. F. This Day-ſennight ——-- Why, what do you 
take me for a Ghoſt, Sir ? 'Slife, be. I'm made of Fleſh 
and Blood, and Bones and Sinews, and can no more 
live a Week without your Daughter— than I can live 
a Month with her, [Aſide. 

Sir Jun. Oh, I'il warrant you my Hero; young Men 
are hot I know, but they don't boi! ov er at that rate, 
neither; beſides my Wench's Wedding-Gown is not 
come home yet. 

T. F. © no matter, Sir, I'll take her in her Shift. 
[Afde. A Pox of this Old Fellow, he'll delay the Bu- 
ſineſs till my damn'd Star finds me out, and diſcovers 
me, [To Sir Tun.] Pray, Sir, let it be done with- 
out Ceremony, 'twill fave Money. 

Sir Tun, Money Save Money when Hoyden's 
to be marry'd ? Udſwoons 1 give my Wench a Wed- 
ding-Dinner, tho I go to graſs with the King of Afyria 
for't; and ſuch a Dinner it ſhall | be, as is not to be 
cook'd in the poaching of an Egg. T heretore, my 
Noble Lord, have a little Patience, we'll go and look 
over Our Deeds and Settlements immediately ; and as 
for your Bride, tho you may be ſharp-ſet before ſhe's 
quite ready, Pli engage fy; my Girl, ſhe flays your 
Stomach at laſt. [ Exeunts 


The End of the Third Act. 
ACT 
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Euter Miſs Hoyden, ard Nurſe, 
Nurſe, 7ELL Miſs, how do you like your Hu. 
band that is ro be? 

Ai/s. O Lord, Nurſe, I'm fo oyerjoy'd, I can fcarce 
contain myſelf, 

Nurſe. O but you muſt have a care of being too 
fond, for Men how a-days hate a Woman that loves 
"EM. 

Miſs, Love him ! Why do you think I love him, 
Nurſe ? I Cod I wou'd not care if he were hang'd, ſo 
I were but once married to him No——that which 
pleaſes me, is to think what Work l' make when 1 get 
to London ; for when I am a Wife and a Lady both, 
Nurſe, I Cod I'!] flant it with the beſt of 'em. 

Nurſe. Look, look, if his Honour be not a coming 
again to you; now if I were ſure you wou'd behave 
yourſelf handſomly, and not diſgrace me that have 
brought you up, I'd leave you alone together. 

Miſs. That's my beſt Nurſe, do as you wou'd be 
done by ; truſt us together this once, and if 1 don't 
ſhew my Breeding from the Head to the Foot of me, 
may I be twice married, and die a Maid. 

Nurſe, Well this once I'll venture you; but if you 
diſparage me — 

Miſs. Never fear, I'll ſhew him my Parts, I'll warrant 
kim, [Exit Nurſe. 

Sola. 
Theſe old Women are ſo wiſe when they get a poor 
Girl in their Clutches ; but ere it be long, 1 ſhall know 
what's what, as well as the beſt of *em, 
Enter Young Falhion. 

Y, F. Your Servant, Madam, I'm glad to find you 
alone; for I have ſomething of Importance to ſpeak to 
you about, Miſs. 
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Miſs. Sir, (my Lord, I meant) you may ſpeak to 
me about what you pleaſe, I ſhall give you a civil An- 
wer. 

. F. You give me ſo obliging a one, it encourages 
me to tell you in few Words, what I think both for your 
Intereſt and mine, Your Father, I ſuppoſe you know, 
has reſolv'd to make me happy in being your Husband, 
and I hope I may depend upon your Conſent, to 
perform what he deſires, | 

Aliſs. Sir, I never diſobey my Father in any thing 
but eating of green Goosberries. 

Y. F. So good a Daughter muſt needs be an admira- 
ble Wife; 1 am therefore impatient till you are mine, 
and hope you will ſo far conſider the Violence of my 
Love, that you won't have the Cruelty to defer my 
Happineſs, ſo long as your Father deſigns it. 

Miſs. Pray, my Lord, how long is that? 

T. F. Madam, a thouſand Year—— a whole Week. 

Miſs. A Week why 1 ſhall be an old Woman 
by that time. 

. F. And I an old Man, which you'll find a greater 
Misfortune than t'other. | | 

Miſs. Why 1 thought it was to be to-morrow 
Morning, as ſoon as I was up; I'm ſure Nutſe told me 
ſo. | 

Y. F. And it ſhall be to-morrow Morning till, if 
you'll conſent. | 

Mifs. If I'll conſent ! Why I thought I was to obey 
you as my Husband. 

7. F. That's when we are married; till then, Iam to 
obey you. 

Miſc. Why then if we are to take it by turns, it's the 
ſame thing; I' obey younow, and when we are mar- 
ried, you ſhall obey me. 

YT. F. With all my heart, but I doubt we muſt get 
Nurſe on our fide, or we ſhall hardly prevail with the 
Chaplain. | 

Miſs. No more we ſhan't indeed, for he loves her 
better than he loves his Pu'pit,. and wou'd always be a 
preaching to her by his good Will. 


1. f. 
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Y. F. Why then, my dear little Bedfellow, if you'l| 
call her hither, we'll try to perſuade her preſently, 

Miſs. O Lord, I can tell you a way how to perſuade 
her to any thing. 

Y. F. How's that ? 

Miſs. Why tell her ſhe's a wholeſome comely Wo- 
man and give her Half a Crown, 

Y. F. Nay, if that will do, ſhe ſhal] have half a ſcore 
of 'em. 

Miſs. O Gemini, for balt that, ſhe'd marry you her- 
ſelf ; I'll run and call her. [Exit Miſs, 
Young Faſhion ſolus. 

So, Matters go ſwimmingly; this is a rare Girl, I 
faith; I ſhall have a fine time of it with her at London, 
I'm much miſtaken it ſhe don't prove a March Hare 
all the Year round. What a ſcampering Chace will ſhe 
make on't, when ſhe finds the whole Kennel of Beaux 
at her Tail! Hey to the Park and the Play, and the 
Church, and the Devil; ſhe'll ſhew them ſport, Ul! 
warrant em. But no matter, ſhe brings an Eſtate will 
afford me a ſeparate Maintenance, 

Enter Mils and Nurſe, 

T. F. How do you do good Miſtreſs Nurſe ? J de- 
ſir'd your young Lady woulu give me leave to fee you, 
that I might thank you for your extraordinary Care and 
Conduct in her Education; pray accept of this ſmall 
Acknowledgment for it at preſent, and depend upon my 
farther Kindneſs, when I ſhall be that happy thing her 
Hu+band, 

Nurſe aſide.) Gold by mackings! Your Honour's 
Goodne's is too great; alas! all I can boaſt of is, 1 
gave her pure good Milk, and ſo your Honour wou'd have 
faid, an you had ſeen how the poor thing ſuckt i. 
Eh, God's Bleſſing on the ſweet Face on't; how it us'd 
to hang at this poor Teat, and ſuck and ſqueeze, and 
kick and ſprawl it wou'd, till the Belly on't was fo full, 
it wou'd drop off like a Leech. 

(Miſs zo Nurſe, raking her angrily aſide 

Pray one word with you; prithee Nurſe don't ſtand 
ripping up old Stories, to make one aſham'd before one's 

Love: 
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Love: do you think ſuch a fine proper Gentleman as he 
js, cares for a fiddlecome Tale of a draggle-tail'd Girl ; 
if you have a mind to make him have a "good Opi 8188 
of a Woman, don't tell him what one did then, tell 
kim what one can do now, 

To I. F. | hope your Honour will excuſe my Mif- 
manners to whiſper betore you, it was only. to giye 
ſome Orders about the Family. 

T. F. O every thing, Madam, is to give way to Bu- 
ſ igefs z ; beſides, good Houſewitry is a very commenda- 

ble Quality in a young Lady. 

Miſs. Pray, Sir, are the young Ladies good Houſe- 
wives at London Town? Do they darn their own Linen? 

2. F. O no, they ſtudy how to ſpend Money, not to 
ſave it. 

Mis. I Cod, I don't know but that may be better 
Sport than t'other, ha, Nurſe ? 

Y. F, Well, you ſhall have your Choice when you 
come there, 

Miſs. Shall = then by my troth I'll get there as 
faſt as 1 can. 

To Nurſe.] His Honour deſires you'll be ſo kind, as 
to let us be marry'd to-morrow. 

Nurſe. Tomorrow, my dear Madam 

Y. F. Yes, to-morrow, ſweet Nurſe, privately: young 
Folks, you know, are impatient, and Sir Tu» belly wou'd 
make us ſtay a Week for a Wedding- Dinner. Now 
all things being ſign'd and ſeal'd, and agreed, I fanſy 
there could be no great harm in practi ſing a Scene or 
wo of Matrimony in private, if it were on! y to give 
us the better Allurance when we come to play it in pub- 
lick, 

Nurſe. Nay, I muſt confeſs ſtoln Pleaſures are ſweet ; 
but if you ſhou'd be married now, what will vou do 
when Sir TIunbelh calls for you to be wedded ? 

Miſs. Why then we will be married again, 

Nurſe What, twice my Child? 


Miſs, 1 Cod, 1 don't care how often I'm married, 
not I. 


T. F. 
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T. F. Pray, Nurſe, don't you be againſt your young 
Lady's good, for by this means ſhe'l] have the pleaſure 
of two Wedding Days. 

% to Nurſe ſofily.) And of two Wedding-Nights 
too, Nurſe, 

Nurſe. Well, I'm ſuch a tender-hearted Fool, I find 
I can refuſe nothing ; ſo you ſhall e'en follow your own 
Inventions. 

Miſs. Shall I ? LAſide.] O Lord, I could leap 
over the Moon. 

T. F. Dear Nurſe, this Goodneſs of yours ſhan't go 
unrewarded; but now you muſt imploy your Power 


with Mr. Ball the Chaplain, that he may do his friendly 


Office too, and then we ſhall be all happy : do you 
think you can prevail with him? 

Nurſe. Prevail with him or he ſhall never prevail 
with me, I can tell him that, 

Miſs. My Lord, ſhe has had him upon the hip this 
ſeven Year. 

Y. F. I'm glad to hear it; however, to ſtrengthen 
your Intereſt with him, you may let him know 1 have 
ſeveral fat Livings in my Gift, and that the firſt that falls 
ſhall be in your diſpoſal. 

Nur/e. Nay, then I'll make him marry more Folks 


than one, 1'I] promiſe him. 


Miſs. Faith do, Nui ſe, make bim marry you too 
I'm ſure he'll do't for a fat Living; for he loves Eating 
more than he loves his Ble; and 1 have often heard 
him fay, a Fat Living was the beſt Meat in the World. 

Nurſe. Ay, and I'll make him commend the Sauce 
too, or l' bring his Gown to a Caſſoch, I will ſo. 

YT. F. Well Nurſe, whilſt you go and ſettle Matters 
wich him, then your Lady and I will go and take a walk 


in the Garden. 


Nurſe, I'll do your Honour's Buſineſs in the catching 
up of a Garter. [Exit Nurſe. 

Y, F. Giving her his Hand.] Come, Madam, dare 
you venture yourſelf alone with me? 

A7iſs. O dear, yes, Sir, I don't think you'll do any 
thing to me I need be afraid on. [ Exeunt. 
— Enter 
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Euter Amanda and Berinthia, 


A SONG. 


I. 
Smile at Love, and all its Arts, 
The Charming Cynthia cry'd ; 
Take heed, for Love has piercing Darts, 
A wounded Swain refly'd. 
Once free and bleſt as you are now, 
I rrifl'd with his Charms, 
pointed at his little Bow, | 
And ſported with his Arms : 
Till urg'd too far, Revenge he cries, | p 
A fatal Shaft he drew, Lo 
It tock its paſſage thro" your Eyes, 
And to my Heart it flew, 
| II. 
To tear it thence I try'd in vain, 
To ſtrive I quickly found, | . 
Was only to increaſe the Pain, | 
And to enlarge the Wound, 
Ah much too well, I fear, you know 
What pain I'm to endure, 
Since what your Eyes alone could do, 
Your Heart alone can cure, 
And that (grant Heaven I may miftate) 
I doubt is doom'd to bear | 
4A Burden for another's ſake, 
Who ill rewards iis Care. f 


Aman, Well, now Berin:h:a, I'm at leiſure to hear 
what twas you had to ſay to me. 

Ber. What [ had to ſay, was only to echo the Sighs 
and Groans of a dying Lover. 

Aman. Phu, will you nevet learn to talk in earneſt 
of any thing ? 

Ber, Why this ſhall be in earneſt, if you pleaſe : for 
my part, I only tell you Matter of Fact, you may take 

Vor. I. D 5 
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it which way you like beſt; but if you'll follow the 
Women of the Town, you'll take it both ways; for 
when a Man offers himſelf to one of them, firſt ſhe 
takes him in jeſt, and then ſhe takes him in earneſt. 

Aman. I'm ſure there's ſo much jeſt and earneſt in 
what you fay to me, I ſcarce know how to take it ; 
but I think you have bewitched me, for 1 don't find 
it poſſible to be angry with you, ſay what you will. 

Ber. I'm very glad to hear it, for I have no mind to 
quarrel with you, for ſome Reaſons that I'll brag of; 
but quarrel or not, ſmile or frown, I muſt tell you 
what I have ſuffer'd upon your account, 

Aman. Upon my account! 

Ber. Yes, upon yours; I have been forc'd to fit till 
and hear you commended for two Hours together, 
without one Compliment to myſelf ; now don't you 
think a Woman has a bleſſed time of that ? 

Aman. Alas! I ſhou'd have been unconcern'd at it; 
I never knew where the pleaſure lay of being prais'd by 
the Men : but pray who was this that commended me 
WT, 

Ber. One you have a mortal Averſion to, Mr. Wor- 
thy; he us'd you lik- a Text, he took you all to pieces, 
but ſpoke ſo learnedly upon every Point, one might ſee 
the Spirit of the Church was in him ; if you are a Wo- 
man, you'd have been in an Extaſy to have heard how 
feelingly he hand ed your Hair, your Eyes, your Noſe, 
your Mouth, you: Teeth, your Tongue, your Chin, 
your Neck, and ſo forth. Thus he preach'd for an Hour, 
but when he caine to uſe an Application, he obſery'd 
that all thete withcut a Gallant, were nothing Now 
conſi.er of vat has been ſaid, and Heaven give you 


Grace to put ici practice. 


Aman. Al Berinthia, did I incline to a Gallant, 
(which you know I do not) do you think a Man ſo nice 
as be, c2u'4 haye th aiſt concern for ſuch a plain 
unpoliſh'd thing as it is impoſſible ! 

Ber. Now hau great mind to put me upon 
commencing Y-! 

Aman. Indced that was not my Deſign. 


Ber. 


Fe 
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Ber. Nay, if it were, it's all one, for I won't do't, 
I'll leave that to your Looking-glaſs. But to ſhew you 
I haye ſome Good-Nature left, I'll commend him, and 
may be that may do as well. 

Aman. You have a great mind to perſuade me I am 
in love with him. 

Ber. I have a great mind to perſuade you, you don't 
know what you are in love with, 

Aman. I am ſure 1 am not in love with him, nor 
never ſhall be, ſo Jet that paſs; but you were ſaying 
ſomething you wou'd commend him for. 

Ber. O you'd be glad to hear a good Character of 
him, however, 

Aman. Pſha. 

Ber. Pſha . Well *tis a fooliſh undertaking for 
Women in theſe kind of Matters, to pretend to deceive 
one another—— Have not I been bred a Woman as 
well as you? | 

Aman. What then ? 

Ber. Why then I underſtand my Trade ſo well, that 
whenever 1 am told of a Man 1 like, I cry, Pſha; 
but that I may ſpare you the pains of putting me a ſe- 
cond time in mind to commend him, I'll proceed, and 
give you this account of him: That tho tis poſſible he 
may have had Women with as good Faces as your La- 
dy ſhip's, (no Diſcredit to it neither) yet you mult know 
your cautious Behaviour, with that Reſerve in your Hu- 
mour, has given him his Death's Wound, he mortally 
hates a Coquet ; he ſays 'tis impoſſible to love where 
we cannot eſteem ; and that no Woman can be e- 
ſteem'd by a Man who has Senſe, if ſhe makes herſelf 
cheap in the Eye of a Fool. That Pride to a Woman, 
is as neceſſary as Humility to a Divine; and that far 
fetch'd, and dear bought, is Meat for Gentlemen, as 
well as for Ladies In ſhort, that every Woman who 
has Beauty, may ſet a price upon herſelf, and that b 
under-ſelling the Market, they ruin the Trade. This is 
his Doctrine, how do you like it? 

Aman. So well, that ſince 1 never intend to have 2 
Gallant for myſelf, if I were to recommend one to 2 
Friend he ſhou'd be the Man. D 2 Enter 
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Enter Worthy, 

Bleſs me he's here, pray Heaven he did not hear 
me. 

Rer. If he did, it won't hurt your Reputation; 
your Thoughts are as ſafe in his Heart, as in your 
own. . 

Wor. I venture in at an unſeaſonable time of Night, 
Ladies; I hope if I am troubleſome, you'll uſe the ſame 
freedom in turning me out again. 

Aman. | believe it can't be late, for Mr, Loveleſs 
is not come home yet, and he uſually keeps good 
Hours. 

Wor. Madam, I'm afraid he'll tranſgreſs a little to- 
night; for he told me about half an Hour ago, he Was 
going to ſup with ſome Company, he doubted would 
keep him out till three or four a-clock in the Morning, 
and defir'd 1 wou'd let my Servant acquaint you wich it, 
that you might not expect him: but my Fellow's a 
Blunder-head ; ſo left he ſhou'd make ſome miſtake, I 
thought it my Duty to deliver the Meſſage myſelf. 

Aman. I'm very ſorry he ſhou'd give you that trouble, 
Sir: But 

Ber. But ſince he has, will you give me leave, Ma- 
dam, to keep him to play at Ombre with us ? 

Aman. Couſin, you know you command my Houſe. 

Wor. to Ber.] And, Madam, you know you command 
me, tho I'm a very wretched Gameſter. 

Ber. O you play well enough to loſe your Money, 
and that's all tne Ladies require; ſo without any more 
Ceremony, let us go into the next Room and call for 
the Cards. 

Aman. With all my heart. 

[Exit Wor. leading Aman. 

Ber. hela] Well, how this Buſineſs will end, Heaven 
knows but ſhe ſeems io me to be in as fair a way 
as a Boy is to be a Rogue, when he's put Clerk to an 
Attorney. [Exit Berinthia. 
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SCENE, Berinthi a Chamber. 


Enter Loveleſs cauriouſly in the dark. 


Lov. So, thus far all's well. I'm got into ber Bed. 
Chamber, and I think no body has perceiv'd me ſteal 
into the Houſe; my Wife don't expect me home 
till four a-cluck ; ſo if Berinthia coines to Bed by 
Eleven, I ſhall have a Chace of five Hours. Let me 
ſee, where ſhall 1 hide myſeif ? Under her Bed? No; 
we ſhall have ber Maid ſearching there for ſomething 8 
other; her Cloſet's a better place, and I have a Maſter- 
Key will open it: I'll een in there, and attack her juſt 
when ſhe comes to her Prayers, that's the moſt like to 
prove her Critical Minute, for then the Devil will be 
there to alliſt me. [ He opens the Cloſer, goes in, and 

ſhuts the Door after him. 
Enter Berinthia with a Candle in her Hand. 

Ber, Well, ſure 1 am the beſt-natur'd Woman in the 
World, I that love Cards ſo well (there is but ore 
thing upon the Earth I love better) have pretended Let- 
ters t write, to give my Friends a Tere, a Tere; 
however I'm innocent, for Picquet is the Game | ſet em 
to: at her own veril be it, if ſhe ventures to play with 
him at any other, But now what ſhall I do with my 
ſelf? 1 don't know how in the World to pa's my time; 
wou'd Lovele/s were here to badiner a little; well, 
be's a charming Fellow, I don't wonder his Wife's ſo 
fond of him: what it I ſhou'd fit down and think of him 
till 1 fall afleep, and dream of the Lord knows what? 
O but then if I ſhou'd dream we were married, I ſhou'd 
be frighted out of my Wits. {Seeing 4 Book. | W bat's 
this Book ? I think I had beſt go read. O Splenetique! 
it's a Sermon; well, I'll go into my Cloſet, and read 
the Plotting Siſters, | [She opens the Cloſer, ſees 
Loveleſs, and ſhrieks out.] O Lord, a Ghoſt, a Ghoſt, 
a Ghoſt, a Ghoſt ? 


D 3 Enter 


78 The RELAPSE; er, 


Enter Loveleſs running to her, 

Lov, Peace, my Dear; it's no Ghoſt, take it in your 
Arms, you'll find it worth a hundred of 'em. 

Ber. Run in again; here's ſome body coming. 

Enter Maid. 

Maid. O Lord, Madam, what's the matter? 

Ber. O Heav'ns! I'm almoſt frighted out of my 
Wirs, I thought verily I had ſeen a Ghoſt, and 'twas no- 
thing but the white Curtain, with a black Hood pinn'd 
up againſt it; you may be gone again, I am the fear- 
fuleſt Fool, | [Exit Maid. 

Re-enter Loveleſs. 

Lov. Is the Coaſt clear ? 

Ber, The Coaſt clear! I ſuppoſe you are clear, 
you'd never play ſuch a Trick as this elſe. 

Lov. I am very well pleas'd with my Trick thus far, 
and ſhall be fo till I have play'd it out, if it be'nt your 
Fault: where's my Wite ? 

Ber. At Cards. 

Lov, With whom ? 

Ber, With Worthy. 

Lov. Then we are ſafe enough, 

Ber, You are ſo! Some Husbands wou'd be of an- 
ether mind, if he were at Cards with their Wives, 

Lov. And they'd be in the right on't too. But I dare 
truſt mine Beſides, I know he's in love in another 
place, and he's not one of thoſe who court half adozen 
at a time. 

Ber. Nay, the truth on't is, you'd pity him if you 
ſaw how uneaſy he is at being engag'd with us; but 
*twas my Malice. I fanſy'd he was to meet his Miſtreſs 
ſomewhere elſe, ſo did it to have the pleaſure of ſeeing 
him fret. | 

Lov. What ſays Amanda to my ſtaying abroad ſo late? 

Ber. Why ſhe's as much out of Humour as he, I be- 
lieve they wiſh one another at the Devil. 

Lov. Then I'm afraid they'll quarrel at Play, and 
ſoon throw up the Cards: [Offering to pull her into 
the Cloſer.) Therefore, my dear charming Angel, let 
us make good uſe of our time. | 


Ber. 
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Ber. Heavens, what do you mean ? 

Lov. Pray what do you think I mean? 

Ber, I don't know. 

Lov, I'll ſhew you. 

Ber. You may as well tell me. 

Lov, No, that wou'd make you bluſh worſe than 
t'other, 

Ber. Why do you intend to make me bluſh ? 

Lov. Faith I can't tell that; but if I do, it ſhall be 
in the dark, [ Pulling her. 

Ber. O Heavens ! I wou'd not be in the dark with 
you for all the World. 


Lov. I'll ery that. [ Puts out the Candler. 
Ber. O Lord! are you mad! What ſhall I do for 
Light ? 


Lov. You'll do as well without it, | 

Ber. Why, one can't find a Chair to fit down? 

Lov, Come into the Cloſet, Madam, there's Mooa- 
ſhine upon the Couch. 

Ber. Nay, never pull, for I will not go. - 

Lov, Then you muſt be carried, [Carrying her. 

Ber. Help, help, I'm raviſh'd, ruin'd, undone. O 
Lord, I ſhall never be able to bear it. [Very ſoftly. 


SCENE, Sr Tunbelly's Houſe. 


Enter Miſs Hoyden, Nurſe, . Faſhion, aud Bull. 


Y. F. This quick diſpatch of yours, Mr. Bull, 1 take 
ſo kindly, it ſhall give you a claim to my Fayour as 
long as I live, I do aſſure you. 

Miſs, And to mine too, I promiſe you. 

Bull. 1 moſt humbly thank your Honours ; and I 
hope, ſince it has been my Lot to join you in the ho! 
Bands of Wedlock, you will ſo well cultivate the Soil, 
which I have crav'd a Bleſhng on, that your Children 
may ſwarm about you, like Bees about a Honey- 
Comb. 

Miſc. 1-Cod with all my Heart, the more the merriee, . 
I. fay z ha, Nurſe. 
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Enter Lory, taking his Maſter haſtily aſide. 

Lo. One word with you, for Heaven's fake, 

. F. What the Devil's the matter? 

Lo. Sir, your Fortune's ruin'd, and 1 don't think 
your Life's worth a quarter of an Hour*s Purchaſe: Yon- 
der's your Brother arriv'd with two Coaches and fix 
Horſes, twenty Footmen and Pages, a Coat worth Four. 
ſcore Pound, and a Perriwig down to his Knees : fo 
judge what will become of your Lady's Heart, 

T. F. Death and Furies! *tis impoſſible. 

Lo. Fiends and Spectres! Sir, tis true, 

Y. F. Is he in the Houſe yet ? 

Lo. No, they are capitulating with him at the Gate; 
the Porter tells him, he's come to run away with Miſs 
Hoyden, and has cock'd the Blunderbuſs at him; your 
Brother ſwears Gad Damme, they are a parcel of Clawns, 
and he had a good mind to break off the Match: but 
they have given the Word for Sir Twnbelly, fo I doubt 
all will come out preſently. Pray, Sir, reſolve what 
you'll do this moment, for I gad they'!l maul you. 

7. F. Stay 2 little. [To Miſs.) My Dear, here's 
a troubleſome Buſineſs my Man tells me of, but don't 
be frighten'd, we ſhall be too hard for the Rogue. 
Here's an impudent Fellow at the Gate (not knowing I 
was come hither incagnitoe) has taken my Name upon 
him, in hopes to run away with you. 

Miß. O the Brazen-fac'd Varlet, it's well we are 
married, or may be we might never have been ſo, 

T. F. aſide.] I gad, like enough : Prithee, dear 
Doctor, run to Sir Twnbhelly, and ſtop him from going 
to the Gate, before I ſpeak with him. 

Bull. 1 fly, my good Lord [Fxit Bull, 

Nurſe. An't pleaſe your Honour, my Lady and I 
had beſt lock ourſelves up till the Danger be over. 

Y. F. Ay, by all means. 

Miſs. Not ſo faſt, I won't be lock'd up any more, 
T'm -marry'd. 

Y. F. Yes, pray my Dear do, till we have ſeiz'd this 
Raſcal. 
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Miſs. Nay, if you pray me, I'll do any thing, 
[Exennt Miſs and Nurſe, 

T. F. O! here's Sir Tunbelly coming. [To Lo.] 
Hark you, Sirrah, things are better than you imagine; 
the Wedding's over, 

Lo. The Devil it is, Sir, 

T. F. Not a Word, all's ſafe : But Sir Tunbelly don't 
know it, nor mult not yet; ſo I am reſolv'd to brazen 
the Buſineſs out, and have the Pleaſure of turning the 
Impoſtor upon his Lordſhip, which I believe may eaſily 
be done. 

Enter Sir Tunbelly, Chap. and Servants arm'd. 

T. F. Did you ever hear, Sir, of ſo impudent an 
Undertaking. 

Sir Tun. Never, by the Maſs, but we'll tickle him, 
III warrant him. 

T. F. They tell me, Sir, he has a great many People 
with him diſguis'd like Seryants, 

Sir Tun. Ay, ay, Rogues enough; but I'll ſoon raiſe 
the Poſſe upon 'em. 

Y. F. Sir, it you'll take my Advice, we'll go a ſhort- 
er way to work; 1 find, whoever this Spark is, he 
knows nothing of my being privately here,; ſo if you 
pretend to receive him civilly, be'll enter without Suſ- 
picion; and as ſoon as he is within the Gate, we'll 
whip up the Draw-bridge upon bis Back, let fly the Blun- 
derbuſs to diſperſe the Crew, and ſo commit him to 
Goal. 

Sir Tun. I gad, your Lordſhip is an ingenious Perſon, 
and a very great General; but ſhall we kill any of em 
or not ? 

Y. F. No, no, fire over their Heads only to fright: 
'em; I'll warrant the Regiment ſcours when. the Co- 
lonel's a Priſoner. 

Sir Tun. Then come along, my Boys, and let your 
Courage be great for your Dangei is but ſmall, 


[Exemunt.. 


RT SCENE, 
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Enter Lord Foppington and Followers. 


L. F. A Pax of theſe Bumkinly People, will they 
open the Gate, or do they deſire I ſhou'd grow at their 
Moat-ſide like a Willow ? [To the Porter. Hey, Fel- 
low Prithee do me the Favour, in as few words 
as thou canſt find to expreſs thyſelf, to tell me whether 
thy Maſter will admit me or not, that I may turn about 
my Coach, and be gone. 

Por. Here's my Maſter himſelf now at hand, he's of 
Age, he'll give you his Anſwer. 
Enter Sir Tunbelly, and his Servants. 

Sir Tun, My moſt noble Lord, I crave your pardon 
for making your Honour wait ſo long ; but my Orders 
te my Servants have been to admit no body without 
my Knowledge, for fear of ſome Attempts upon my 
Daughter, the Times being full of Plots and Roguery. 

L. F. Much Caution, 1 mult confeſs, is a Sign of 
great Wiſdom : But, ſtap my Vita!s, I have got a Cold 
enough to deſtroy a Porter He, hem 

Sir Tun. 1 am very ſorry for't, indeed, my Lord, 
but if your Lordſhip pleaſe to walk in, we'll help you 
to ſome brown Sugar- Candy. My Lord, Vil ſhew you 
the way. 

L. F. Sir, I follow you with pleaſure, [Exeunt. 

[As Lord Foppington's Servants go to follow him 
in, they clap the Door againſt La Verole. 

Servants within, Nay, hold you me there, Sir, 

La Ver. Jernie, queſt ce que veut dire ca? 

Sir Tun. within, «-——— Fire, Porter, 

Porter fires. — Have among you, my Maſters, 

La Ver. Ah je ſuis mort 

[The Servants all run off. 

Port. Not one Soldier left, by the Maſs. 


| 
| 
SCENE, the Gate. 
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S C E NE changes into a Hall. 


Enter Sir Tunbelly, the Chaplain and Seryants, with - 
| Lord Foppington diſarm'd. 


Sir Tun. Come, bring him along, bring him along. 

L. F. What the Pax do you mean, Gentlemen, is it 
Fair time, that you are all drunk before Dinner? 

Sir Tun. Drunk, Sirrah ! here's an impudent Rogue 
for you: Drunk or Sober, Bully, I'm a Juſtice of the 
Peace, and know how to deal with Strolers, 

L. F. Strolers ! 

Sir Tun. Ay, Strolersz come, give an Account of 
yourſelf ; what's your Name, where do you live? Do- 
you pay Scot and Lot? Are you a Milliamite, or a 
Jacobite ? Come. | 

L. F. And why doſt thou ask me ſo many impertinent 
Queſtions ? 

Sir Tun. Becauſe 1'!] make you anſwer em before I 
have done with you, you Raſcal you. 

L. F. Before Gad, all the Anſwer 1 can make thee - 
to'em, is, that thou art a very extraordinary old Fel- 
low; ſtap my Vitals 

Sir Tun. Nay, if you are for joaking with Deputy 
Lieutenants, we know how to deal with you: Here, 
draw a Warrant for him immediatelys 

L. F. A Warrant what the Devil is't thou: 
woud'ſt be at, Old Gentleman? 

Sir Tun. I wou'd be at you, Sirrah, (if my Hands 
were not ty'd as a Magiſtrate) and with theſe two dou- 
ble Fiſts beat your Teeth down your Throat, you dog 


you, | 

ZL. F. And why would'ſt thou ſpoil my Face at that 
rate ? 

Sir Tun. For your deſign to rob me of my Daughter, 
Villain. 

Z. F. Rab thee of thy Daughter — Now I do 


begin to believe 1 am a-bed and a- ſleep, and that all 
this is but a Dream — If it be, it will be an azreeable 
Þ- 7 * dar- 
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Surprize enough, to waken by and by; and inſtead of 
the impertinent Company of a naſty Country Juſtice, 
find myſelf perhaps in the Arms of a Woman of Qua- 
lity [ To Sir Tun.] Prithee, Old Father, wilt 
thou give me leave to ask thee one Queſtion. 

Sir Tun. I can't tell whether 1 will or not, till I 
know what it is. 

L. F. Why, then it is, whether thou didſt not write 
to my Lord Fopping:on to come down and marry thy 
Daughter ? 

Sir Tun. Yes, marry did I, and my Lord Foppington 
is come down, and ſhall marry my Daughter before 
ſhe's a day older. 

L. F. Now give me thy Hand, dear Dad, I thought 
we ſhould underſtand one another at laſt. ” 

Sir Tun, This Fellow's mad here bind him 
Hand and Foot. [1hey bind him down. 

T. F. Nay, prithee, Knight, leave fooling, thy Jeſt 

begins to grow dull. 
Sir Tun. Bind him, I ſay, he's mad Bread and 
Water, a dark Room and a Whip may bring him to his 
Senſes again. 

L. F. aſide ] I gad, if I don't waken quickly, by all 
that I can ſee, this is like to prove one of the moſt im- 
pertinent Dreams that ever I dreamt in my Life. 

Enter Miſs and Nurſe. [Miſs going up to him.] 

Miſs, Is this he that wou'd have run awry with me? 
Fough, bow he ſtinks of Sweets! Pray, Father let him 
be dragg'd thro' the Horſe-Pond. 

L. F. aſide.] This muſt be my Wife by her natural 
Inclination to her Husband. 

Miſs. Pray, Father, what do you intend to do with 
him ? hang him? | 

Sir Tun. That at leaſt, Child. 

Nurſe. Ay, and it's een too good for him too, 

L. F. aſide.) Madam la Governante, I preſume : bi- 
therto this appears to me to be one of the moſt extra- 
ordinary Families that eyer Man of Quality match'd 
to. 
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Sir Tun. What's become of my Lord, Daughter ? 

Miſs, He's juſt coming, Sir. 

Lo . aſide.) My Lord 'W hat do's he mean 
by that now ? 

Enter Young Faſhion azd Lory. 

Seeing him.] Stap my Vitals, Tam, now the Dream's 
out. 

T. F. Is this the Fellow, Sir, that deſign'd to trick 
me of your Daughter ? 

Sir ſun. This is he, my Lord, how do you like him ? 
Is not he a pretty Fellow to get a Fortune ? 

7. F. 1 find by his Dreſs, he thought your Daughter 
might be taken with a Beau. 

Miſs. O Gemini! Is this a Beau? let me ſee him 


agaio ha! I find a Beau's no ſuch ugly thing 
neither, 

T. F. I gad, ſhe'll be in love with him preſently ; 
I'll e'en have him ſent away to Goal. (To L. F.] 


Sir, tho your Undertaking ſhews you are a Perſon of no 
extraordinary Modeſty, I ſuppoſe you han't Confidence 
enough to expect much Favour from me. 

L. F. Strike me dumb, Tam, thou art a very impu- 
dent Fellow. 

Nurſe. Look if the Varlet has not the Frontery to 
call his Lordſhip plain Thomas, 

Bull. The buſineſs is, he wou'd feign bimſelf mad, 
to avoid going to Goal. 

L. F. aſide.) That muſt be the Chaplain by his un- 
folding of Myſteries. 

Sir Tun. Is the Warrant writ ? 

Cler. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Tun, Give me the Pen, I'll ſign it 
Conſtable away with him. 


So, now 


L. F. Hold cne moment— Pray, Gentlemen ; my 
Lord Foppington, ſhall I beg one Word with your 
Lordſhip ? | | 

Nurſe. O ho, is't my Lord with him now? ſee how 
Afi: tions will humble Folks. : * 

Miſs. Pray, my Lord, don't let him whiſper too 
cloſe, leſt he bite your Ear off, 
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L. F. I am not altogether ſo hungry, as your Lady- 
ſhip is pleas'd to imagine. (To V. Faſh.} Look 
you, Tam, lam ſenſible I have not been ſe kind to you 
as I ought, but I hope you'll forgive what's paſt, and 
accept of the five thouſand Pounds I offer; thou may'ſt 
live in extreme Splendor with it ; ſtap my Vitals, 

T. F. It's a much eaſier matter to prevent a Diſeaſe 
than to cure it; a quarter of that Sum would have 
{ecur'd your Miſtreſs ; twice as much won't redeem her. 

[Leaving him. 

Sir Tan. Well, what ſays he? 

7. F. Only the Raſcal offer d me a Bribe to let him 


9 Tun. Ay, he ſhall go with a Pox to him: Lead 
on, Conſtable. 

L. F. One word more, and I've done. 

Sir Tun, Before Gad, thou art an impudent Fellow, 
to trouble the Court at this rate, after thou art con- 
demned; but ſpeak once for all. 

Z. F. Why then once for all; I have at laſt luckily 


call'd to mind, that there is a Gentleman of this Coun- 


try, who | believe cannot live far from this place, if he 
were here, would ſatisfy you, I am Navelty, Baron of 
Fopping ton, with five thouſand Pounds a-year, and that 
Fellow there a Raſcal, not worth a Groat. 

Sir Tun. Very welt; now who is this honeſt Gen- 
tleman you are ſo well acquainted with? [To I. F. 
Come, Sir, we ſhall hamper him. 

L. F. Tis Sir John Friendly, 

Sir Tun. So, he lives within half a Mile, and came 
down into the Country but laſt Night; this bold-fac'd 
Fellow thought he had been at Zond-n- till, and fo 
quoted him; now we ſhell diſplay him in his Colours: 
I'll fend for Sir F-hz immediately. Here, Fellow 
away preſently, and deſire my Neighbour he'll do me 
the favour to ſtep over, upon an extraordinary occa- 
ſion ; and in the mean while you had beſt ſecure this 
Sharper in the Gate-How/e, 
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Conſt. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, he may chance to 
give us the Slip thence : If I were worthy to adyiſe, I 
think the Dog-kennel's a ſurer Place, 

Sir Tun. With all my heart, any where, 

L. F. Nay, for Heaven's ſake, Sir, do me the fa< 
your to put me in a clean Room, that I mayn't daub 
my Clothes.. | 

Sir Tun, O when you have married my Daughter, her 
Eſtate will afford you new ones: Away with him. 

L. F. A dirty Country Juſtice is a barbarous Magi- 
ſtrate, ſtap my Vital 8 

[Exit Conſtable with Lord Foppington. 

T. F. aſide.) 1 gad, I muſt prevent this Knight's com- 
ing, or the Houſe will grow ſoon too hot to hold me. 

To Sir Tun.] Sir, I fanſy 'tis not worth while to trou- 
ble Sir John upon this impertinent Fellow's Deſire : II 
ſend and call the Meſſenger back 

Sir Tun. Nay, with all my heart; for to be ſure he 
thought he was far enough off, or the Rogue wou'd ne- 
ver have nam'd him. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, I met Sir John juſt lighting at the Gate, 
he's come to wait upon you. 

Sir Tun. Nay, then it happens as one cou'd wiſh. 

Y. F. aſide.) The Devil it does: Lory, you ſee how 
things are, here will be a Diſcovery preſently, and we 
ſhall have our Brains beat out: for my Brother will be 
ſure to ſwear he don't know me : therefore run into 
the Stable, take the two firſt Horſes you can light on, I'll 
flip out at the Back-Door, and we Il away immediately. 

Lor. What, and leave your Lady, Sir! 

T. F. There's no Danger in that, as long as I have 
taken poſſ:(ion ; I ſhall know how to treat with them 
well enough, if once 1 am out of their reach : Away, 
111 teal after thee. (Exit Lory, his Maſter follows 

[him out at one Door, as Sir John enters at tother, 
Enter Sir John, 

Sir Tun Sir John. you are the welcom'ſt Man alive; 
T had juſt ſent a Meſſenger to defire you'd ſtep over, up- 
on a very extraordinary Occaſion— ye are all in Arms 


here, 


Fir 
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Sir Fohn. How ſo ? 

Sir Tun. Why, you muſt know a finical ſort of a 
tawdry Fellow here (1 don't know who the Devil he is, 
not I) hearing, I ſuppoſe, that the Match was concluded 
between my Lord Foppington and my Girl Hoyden, comes 
impudently to the Gate, and with a whole pack of 
Rogues in Liveries, and would have paſt upon me for 
his Lordſhip : but what does I ? I comes up to him bold- 
ly at the Head of his Guards, takes him by the Throat, 
ſtrikes up his Heels, binds bim Hand and Foot, diſpatches 
a Warrant, and commits him Priſoner to the Dog-kennel. 

Sir John. So, but how do you know but this was my 
Lord ? for I was told he ſet out from London the Day 
before me, with a very fine Retinue, and intended to 
come directly hither, 

Sir Tan. Why now to ſhew you how many Lyes Peo- 
ple raiſe in that damned Town, he came two Nights ago 
Poſt, with only one Servant, and is now in the Houſe 
with me: but you don't know the Cream of the Jeſt 
yet; this ſame Rogue, (that lies yonder Neck and Heels 
among the Hounds) thinking you were out of tne Coun- 
try, quotes you for his Acquaintance, and ſaid, if you 
were here, you'd juſtify him to be Lord Feppingron, and 
I know not what. 

Sir John, Pray will you let me ſee him? | 

Sir Tun. Ay, that you ſhall preſently — here, fetch 
the Priſoner. [ Exit Servant. 

Sir John. I wilh there ben't ſome Miſtake in the Buſi- 
neſs, where's my Lord ? | know him very wel), 

Sir Tun. He was here juſt now; ſee for him, Dod or, 
tell him Sir John is here to wai: upon him. [Ex. Chaplain. 

Sir John. I hope, Sir Tunbelly, the young Lady is 
not married vet. 

Sir Tun. No, things won't be ready this Week; but 
why do you ſay, you hope ſhe is not married ? 

Sir John. Some fooliſh Fancies only, perhaps I'm 


miſtaken, 


Re-enter Chaplain, _. 
Bull. Sir, his Lordſhip is juſt rid out to take the Air. 
Sir Tun. To take the Air! Is that his Loudon Breeding, 
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to go take the Air, when Gentlemen come to viſit him ? 

Sir Johu. Tis poſliole he might Want it, he might 
not be well, ſome ſudden Qualm perhaps. 

Enter Conſtable, &c. with Lord Foppington. 

Z. F. Step my Vitals, I'll have: Satisfaction. 

Sis John running to him.] My dear Lord Foppington / 

Z. T. Dear Friend!z, thou art come in the critical 
Minute, ſtrike me duinb. 

Sir John, Why, I little thought to have found you 
in Fetters. 

L. F. Why truly the World muſt do me the Juſtice 
to confeſs, I do ule to appear a little more degage : but 
this old Gentleman not liking the Freedom of my Air, 
has been pleaſed to skewer down myArms like a Rabbit. 

Sir Jun. Is it then poſſible that this ſhould be the true 
Lord Foppington at laſt ? 

TL. F. Why, what do you fee in his Face to make 
you doubt of it ? Sir, without preſuming to have any 
extraordinary Opinion of my Figure, give me leave to 
tell you, if you had ſeen as many Lords as 1 have done, 
you would not think it impoflible a Perſon of a worſe 
Taille than mine, might be a modern Man of Quality. 

Sir Tun. Unbind him, Slaves: my Lord, I'm ſtruck 
dumb, | can only beg Pardon by Signs ; bur if a Sacri- 
fice will appeaſe you, you ſhall have it. Here, purſue 
this Tartar, bring him backw—— Away, I fay, a Dog. 
Oones Il cut off hi; Ears and his Tail, I'll draw 
out all his Teeth, pull his Skin over his Head = 
and what ſhall I do more? 

Sir John. He does indeed deſerve to be made an 
Example of, 

L. F. He does deſerve to be chartre, ſtap my Vita's. 
F Sir Tun, May I then hope I have your Honour's Par- 

on ? 

L F. Sir, we Courtiers do nothing without a Bribe, 
that fair young Lady might do Miracles. 

Sir Tun. Hoyden, come heither Heyden. 

L. F. Heyden is her Name, Sir? 

Sir Tun. Yes, my Lord 

L. F. The prettieſt Name for a Song 1 ever heard. 

| Six 
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Sir Tun, My Lord— here's my Girl, ſhe's yours, ſhe 
has a wholeſome Body, and a virtuous Mind ; ſhe's a 
Woman complete, both in Fleſh and in Spirit; ſhe has 
a Bag of mill'd Crowns, as ſcarce as they are, and fif- 
teen hundred a- year ſtitch'd ſaſt to her Tail: ſo go thy 
ways, Hoyden. 

L. F. Sir, I do receive her like a Gentleman. 

Sir Tun. Then I'm a happy Man. I bleſs Heaven, 
and if your Lordſhip will give me leave, 1 will, like a 
good Chriſtian at Chriſimas, be very drunk by way of 
Thankſgiving. Come, my noble Peer, I believe Dinner's 
ready; if your Honour pleaſes to follow me, I'll lead 
you on to the Attack of a Veniſon-Paſty, [Ex. Sir Tun. 

L. F. Sir, I wait upon you: Will your Ladyſhip do 
me the favour of your little Finger, Madam? 

Miſi. My Lord, I'II follow you preſently, I have a 
little Buſineſs with my Nurſe. 

L. F. Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant; come, 
Sir John, the Ladies have des Affairs. 


[Exeunt L. F. and Sir John. 


Miſs, So, Nurſe, we are finely brought to bed, what 
ſhall we do now ? 


Nurſe. Ah, dear Miſs, we are all undone; Mr. Bull, 
you were us'd to help a Woman to a Remedy. [Crying. 


Bull. A lack a-day, but it's paſt my Skill now, I can 


do nothing. 

Nurſe, Who would baye thought that ever your In- 
vention ſhou'd have been drain'd ſo dry? 

Miſs, Well, I have often thought old Folks Fools, and 
now I'm ſure they are ſo; 1 have found a way myſelf 
to ſecure us all. 

Nurſe. Dear Lady, what's that ? 

Miſs. Why, if you two will be ſure to hold your 
tongues, and not ſay a word of what's paſt, I'll &en 
marry this Lord too. : 

Nurſe, What ! two Husbands, my Dear? 

Miſs. Why you had three, good Nurſe, you. may 
bold your tongue. . 

Nurſe. Ay, but not all together, ſweet Child. 


Miſs. 


Miſs. ? 
on't. 

Nurſe. 

Bull. | 
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Miſs, Pſha, if you had, you'd ne er a thought much 
on't. a 

Nurſe. O but 'tis a Sin Sweeting. 

Bull. Nay, that's my Buſineſs to ſpeak to, Nurſe; I 
do confeſs, to take two Husbands for the Satisfaction of 
the Fleſh, is to commit the Sin of Exorbitancy ; but to 
do it for the Peace of the Spirit, is no more ban to be 
drunk by way of Phyfſick: beſides, to prevent a Parent's 
Wrath, is to avoid the Sin cf Diſobedience ; for when 
the Parent's ang y, the Child is ftioward. So that upon 
the whole Matter, I do think, tho Miſs ſhou'd marry a- 
gain, ſhe may be ſav'd. 

Miſs. I cod, and 1 will marry again then, and fo 
there is an end of the Story, [E xeunt. 


The End of the Fourth Act. 


ACT v. SCENE Londes. 


Enter Coupler, Young Faſhion, and Lory, 
Coup. ELL, and ſo Sir John coming in 
T. F. and ſo Sir Jehn coming in, I 
thought it might be Manners in me to go out, which I 
did, and getting on Horſeback as faſt as I cou'd, rid a» 
way as if the Devibh had been at the Rear of me; what 
has happen'd ſince, Heav'n knows. 
Coup. 1 gad, Sirrab, I know as well as Heaven. 
Y. F. What do. you know? 
Coup. That you are a Cuckold. 
7. F. The Devil I am! By who? 
Coup. By your Brother. 
N. F. My Brother! which way? 
Comp. The old way, he has lain with your Wife. 
T. F. Hell and Furies, what doſt thou mean ? 
Coup. I mean plainly, I ſpeak no Parable. 
Y. F. Plainly ! thou doſt not ſpeak common Senſe, 
I cannot underſtand one word thou ſay'ft, 
Coup. 
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Coup. You will do ſoon, | Youngſter, In ſhort, you 
left your Wife a Widow, and ſhe married again. 

. F. It's a Lye, | 

Coup. Cod, if I were a young Fellow, I'd 
break your Head, Sirrah. 

T. F. Dear Dad, don't be angry, for I'm as mad as 
Tem of Bedlam. 


Cor). Then I had fitted you with a Wife, you ſhou'd 
have kept her, 

Y. F. But is it poſſible the young Strumpet cou'd play 
me ſuch a Trick ? | 

Coup. A young Strumpet, Sir 
Tricks. 

T. F. But prithee inſtru me a lite farther, whence 
comes thy Intelligence ? 


can play twenty 


Coup. From your Brother, in this Letter; there, you 


may read it. {Young Faſhion reads. 


Dear Compler, 


Pulling off 8 Have only time te tell thee in three | 


his Har, Lines, or thereabouts, that here has 
been the Devil: That Raſcal Tam, having ſtole the Let- 
ter thou hadſt formerly writ for me to bring 10 Sir 
Tunbelly, form'd a damnable Deſign upon my Miſtreſs, 
and was in a fair way of Succeſs when I arrid. But 
after having ſuffer d ſome Indgnities (in which I have 
all daub'd my embroider'd Coat) I put him to flight. 1 
ſent out a Party of Horſe after him, in hopes to have 
made him my Priſoner, which if I had done, I would 
have qualify'd him for the Seraglio, flap my Vitals. 

The Danger; I have thus narrowly *ſcap'd, has made 
me fortify myſelf againſt further Attempts, by entring 
immediately into an Aſſociation with the young Lady, 
by which we engage to ſtand by one another, as long as 
we both ſhall live. 

In ſhort, the Papers are ſeal'd, and the Contract is 
fign'd, ſo the Buſineſs of the Lawyer is acheve; but 1 
defer the divine part of the thing till I arrive at Lon- 
don, not being willing to conſummate in any other Bed 


but my own, 


Poſt- 
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Iis poſſible i may be in the Tawn as ſoon as this Let» 
ter, far I find the Lady is ſo violenily in love with me, 
I have determin'd to make her happy with all the Diſ- 


patch that is practicable, without diſardering my Coach 
Har ſes. | 


So, here's rare Work, I'faith ! 
Lo. I gad, Miſs Hoyden has laid about her bravely, 
Coup, I think my Country-Girl has plaid her part as 


well as if ſhe: had been born and bred in St, James 
Pariſh. 


Y. F. ——That Rogue the Chaplain. 

Le, And then that Jade the Nurſe, Sir. 

T. F. And then that drunken Sot, Tory, Sir; that 
cou'd not keep himſelf ſober to be a Witneſs to the 
Marriage, 

Lo. Sir with reſpect I know very few 
drunken Sots that do keep themſelves ſober. 

T. F. Hold your prating, Sirrah, or I' break your 
Head; dear Cowpler, what's to be done? 

Coup. Nothing's to be done, til] the Bride and Bride- 

oom come to Town. 

T. F. Bride and Bridegroom | Death and Furies! 1 
can't bear that thou ſhouldſt call them ſo. 

Coup. Why, what ſhall 1 call them, Dog and Cat? 

7. F. Not for the World, that ſounds more like Man 
and Wife than rother. 

Coup, Well, if you'll hear of them in no Language, 
we'll leave them for the Nurſe and the Chaplain, 

T. F. The Devil and the Witch. 
Coup. When they come to Town 

Lo. We ſhall have ſtormy Weather. 

Coup. Will you hold your tongues, Gentlemen, or 
not? 

Lo. Mum. 

Coup. I ſay when they come, we muſt find what Stuff 
they are made of, whether the Churchman be chiefl 
compos'd of the Fleſh, or the Spirit; I preſame tbe 
former. For as Chaplains now go, tis probable he 


Cats 
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eats three Pound of Beef to the reading of one Chapter 
This gives him carnal Deſires, he wants Money, Prefer. 
ment, Wine, a Whore, therefore we mult invite him to 
Supper, give him fat 2 Sack and Sugar, a Purſe of 
Gold, and a plump Siſter. Let this be done, and I'll 
warrant thee, my Boy, he ſpeaks Truth like an Oracle. 
T. F. Thou art a profound Stateſman J allow it; but 
bow ſhall we gain the Nurſe ? 

Coup. O never fear the Nurſe, if once you have got 
the Prieſt, for the Devil always rides the Hag. Well, 
there's nothing more to be ſaid of the Matter at this 
time, that I know of; ſo let us go and enquire, if there's 
any News of our People yet, perhaps they may be come, 
But let me tell you one thing by the way, Sirrah, I doubt 
you have been an idle Fellow; if thou had'ſt bebay'd thy- 
ſelf as thou ſhou'dſt have done, the Girl wou'd never 
have left thee, [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, Berinthia's Apartment. 


Enter her Maid, paſſing the Stage, follow'd by Worthy. 
Wor. Hem, Mrs. Abigail, is your Miſtreſs to be ſpo- 
ken with ? 
Ab. By you, Sir, I believe ſhe may. 


Wor. Why tis by me I wou'd have her ſpoken with. 


Ab. I'll acquaint her, Sir. [ Exit Ab; 


Worthy ſolus. 

One Lift more I muſt perſuade her to give me, and 
then I'm mounted. Well, a young Bawd, and a hand- 
ſome one for my Money, tis they do the Execution; 
I'll never go to an old one, but when I have occaſion 
fora Witch. Lewdneſs looks heavenly to a Woman, 
when an Angel appears in its Cauſe; but when a Hag is 
Advocate, ſhe thinks it comes from the Devil. An old 
Woman has ſomething ſa terrible in her Looks, that 
whilſt ſhe is perſuading your Miſtreſs to forget ſhe has a 
Soul, ſhe ſtares Hell and Damnation full in her Face. 
**% Emer Berinthia. 

Ber. Well, Sir, what News bring you ? 

Wor. No News, Madam, there's a Woman going to 
cuckold ber Husband. Ber. 
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Ber. Amanda ! 

Wer, I hope fo. 

Ber, Speed her well. 

Wor, Ay, but there muſt be more than a God ſpeed, 
@r your Charity won't be worth a Farthing. 


Ber. Why, han't I done enough already ? 
Wor. Not quite. 


Ber. What's the matter ? 


Wor. The Lady has a Scruple till which you muſt 
remove. 


Ber. What's that? 

Wor. Her Virtue ſhe ſays. 

Ber, And do you believe her? 

Nor. No, but I believe it's what ſhe takes for her 
Virtue ; it's ſome Relicks of lawful Love ! ſhe is nor 
yet fully ſatisfy'd her Husband has got another Miſtreſs, 
which unleſs I can convince her of, I have open'd the 
Trenches in vain; for the Breach muſt be wider, before 
I dare ſtorm the Town. 

Ber. And ſo I'm to be your a 2 ? 

Wor. I'm ſure you know beſt how to manage the 
Battery. 

Ber. What think you of ſpringing a Mine? I have a 
Thought juſt now come into my Head, how to blow 
her up at once, 

Wor. That wou'd be a Thought indeed. 

Ber. Faith, I'll do't, and thus the Execution of 
it ſhall be. We are all invited to my Lord Feppington's 
to-night to Supper, he's come to Town with his Bride, 
and maketh a Ball, with an Entertainment of Muſick. 
Now you muſt know, my Undoer here, Leveleſs, ſays 
he muſt needs meet me about ſome private Buſineſs (I 
don't know what 'tis) before we go to the Company. 
To which end he has told his Wife one Lye, and I have 
told her another. But to make her amends, I'll go 
immediately, and tell her a ſolemn Truth. 

Wor. What's that ? 

Ber. Why, I' tell her, that to my certain Knows 
ledge her Husband has a Rendezyous with his Miſtreſs 
this Afternoon; and that if ſhe'l] give me het Word, ſhe 


3 will 


. 


a4 Ber: 
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will be ſatisf) with the Diſcovery, without makin any 
violent Inquiry fer the Woman; I'll direct her to a 
Place where ſhe ſhall fee them meet 

Now, Friend, this I fanſy may help you to a critical 
Minute. For home ſhe muſt go again to dreſs. You (with 
your good Breeding) come to wait upon us to the Ball, 
and her all alone, ner Spirit enflam'd againſt her Huſ- 
band for his Treaſun, and her Fleſh in a Heat from 
ſome Contemplations up'n the Treachery, her Blood on 
a Fire, her Conſcienec '1: Ice; a Lover to draw, and 
the Devil to drive=— - Ah voor Amanda. 

Wor. kneeling.] Thou Angel of Light, let me fall 
down and adore thee ! 

Ber. Thou Miniſter of Darkneſs, get up again, for 1 
hate to ſee the Devil at bis Devotions. 


Wor. Well, my incomparable Berinthiz=— How 


ſhall I requite you 
Ber. O ne'er trouble yourſelf about that : Virtue is 
its own Reward ; There's a Pleaſure in doing good, 
which ſufficiently pays itſelf Adieu 
| Wor. Farewel, thou beſt of Women. 
[Exeunt ſeveral wayr. 
Enter Amanda, meeting Berinthia. 
Aman. Who was that went from you? 
Ber. A Friend of yours. 
Aman. What does he wart? 


Ber, Something you might ſpare him, and be ne'er 


the poorer. 
Aman. | can ſpare him nothing but my Friendſhip ; 

my Love already's all diſpos'd of: Tho, I confeſs, to 

one ungrateful to my Bounty. 
Ber. Why there's the Mvſtery 


! You have been (© 
bountiful, you have cloy'd him. 


Fond Wives do by 


their Husbands, as barren Wives do by their Lap- Dogs; 
cram them with Sweetmeats till they ſpoil their 
Stomachs. | 4 | 
Aman, Alas! Had you but ſeen how paſſionately 
fond he has been ſince our laſt Reconciliation. you wou'd 
have thought it were impoſſible he ever ſhould have 
- breath'd an Hour without me 
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Ber. Ay but there you thought wrong again, Aman- 
da; you ſhould conſider, that in Matters of Love Mens 
Eyes are always bigger than their Bellies. They have 
violent Appetites, tis true, but they have ſoon din'd. 

Aman. Well; there's nothing upon Earth aſtoniſhes 
me more than Mens Inconſtancy, 

Ber. Now there's nothing upon Earth aſtoniſhes me 
leſs, when I conſider what they and we are compos'd 
of. For Nature has made them Children, and us Babies, 
Now, Amanda, how we us'd our Babies, you may re- 
member. We were mad to have them, as ſoon as we 
ſaw them; kiſs'd them to pieces as ſoon as we got them; 
then pull'd off their Clothes, ſaw them naked, and fo 
threw them away. 

Aman. But do you think all Men are of this 
Temper, 

Ber. Al] but one. 

Aman. Who's that ? 

Ber. Worthy. | 

Aman. Why, be's weary of his Wife too, you ſee, 

Ber. Ay, that's no Proof. 

Aman. What can be a greater ? 

Ber. Being weary of his Miſtreſs. 

Aman. Don't you think were poſſible he might give 
you that too ? 

Ber. Perhaps he might, if he were my Gallant z not 
if he were yours. 

Aman. Why do you think he ſhou'd be more con- 
ſtant to me, than he wou'd to you? I'm ſure Vm not 
ſo handſome. 

Ber. Kiſſing goes by Fayour ; he likes you beſt, 

Aman. Suppoſe he does: That's no Demonſtration 
he wou'd be conſtant to me. 

Ber. No, that I'll grant you; But there are other 
Reaſons to expect it; for you muſt know after all, 
Amanda, the Inconſtancy we commonly ſee in Men of 
Brains, does not ſo much proceed from the Uncertainty 
of their Temper, as from the Misfortunes of their Love, 
A Man fees perhaps a hundred Women he likes well e- 
nough for an Intrigue, and away; but poſlibly, thro? the 
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whole Courſe of his Life, does not find above one, who 
is exactly what he could wiſh her: now her, tis a thou- 
ſand to one, he never gets. Either ſhe is mot to be 
had at all (tho that ſeldom happens, you'll ſay) or he 
wants thoſe Opportunities that are neceſſary to gain her; 
either ſhe likes ſomebody elſe much better than him, or 
uſes him like a Dog, becauſe he likes no body ſo well as 
her. Still ſomething or other Fate claps in the way be- 
tween them and the Woman they are capable of bein 

fond of : And this makes them wander about from Mit: 
treſs to Miſtreſs, like a Pilgrim from Town to Town, 


who every Night muſt have a freſh Lodging, and's in 


haſte to be gone in the Morning, 

Aman. Tis poſſible there may be ſomething in what 
you ſay; but what do you infer from it, as to the Man 
we are talking of ? 

Ber. Why, 1 infer, that you being the Woman in 
the World, the moſt to his Humour, "tis not likely he 
would quit you for one that is leſs, 

Aman. That is not to be depended upon, for you 
ſee Mr. Loveleſs does ſo. 

Ber. What does Mr. Loveleſs do ? 

Aman. Why ? He runs after ſomething for Variety, 
I'm ſure he does not like ſo well as he does me. 

Ber. That's more than you know, Madam. 

Aman. No, I'm ſure on't: I am not very vain, 
Ber inthia; and yet I'll lay my Life, if 1 could look 
into his Heart, he thinks 1 deſerve to be prefer'd to a 
thouſand of her. | 

Ber. Don't be too poſitive in that neither: a Million 
to one, but ſhe has the ſame Opinion of you. What 
wou'd you give to ſee her? i 

Aman. Hang her, dirty Trull; tho I really believe 
ſhe's ſo ugly, ſhe'd cure me of my Jealouſy. 

Ber. All the Men of Senſe about Town ſay ſhe's 
handſome. 

Aman. They are as often out in thoſe things as any 
People. | 

Ber. Then I'll give you further Proof. all the 
Women about Town ſay, ſhe's a Fool: Now I hope you 
are conyinc'd ? Aman, 
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Aman, Whate'er ſhe be, I'm ſatisfy'd he does not 
ke her well enough to beſtow any thing more than 2 
tle outward Gallantry upon her. 

Ber. Outward Gallantry ! [Afrde] I can't bear this. 

To Amanda.) Don't you think ſhe's a Woman to be 
obb'd off ſo. Come, I'm too much your Friend, to 
uffer you ſhould be thus groſly impos'd upon, by a Man 
vho does not deſerve the leaſt part about you, unleſs he 
new how to ſet a greater Value upon it. Therefore in 
Ine word, to my certain knowledge, he is to meet her 
now, within a quarter of an Hour, ſomewhere about that 
Babylon of Wickedneſs, Whitehall, And if you'll give 
me your Word, that you'll be content with ſeeing her 
mask'd in his Hand, without pulling her Headclothes off, 
I' ftep immediately to the Perſon, from whom I have 
my Intelligence, and ſend you word whereabouts you 
may ſtand to ſee em meet. My Friend and Ill watch 
'em from another place, and dodge em to their private 
Lodging: But don't you offer to follow 'em, leſt you 
do it awkardly, and ſpoil all, I'll come home to you 
again, as ſoon as I have earth'd *em, and give you an 
account in what Corner of the Houſe, the Scene of 
their Lewdneſs lies. 


Aman. If you can do this, Berinthia, he's 2 
Villain. 

Ber. I can't help that, Men will be ſo. 

Aman. Well! III follow your Directions, for I 
ſhall never reſt till I know the worſt of this Matter. 

Ber. Pray, go immediately, and get yourſelf ready 
then. Put on ſome of your Woman's Clothes, a great 
Scarf and a Mask, and you ſhall preſently receive Or- 
ders, | Calls within.) Here, who's there? get me a 
Chair quickly, 

Serv. There are Chairs at the Door, Madam 

Ber. Tis well, I'm coming. 

Aman. But pray, Berinthia, before you go, tell me 
how I may know this filthy Thing, if ſhe ſhould be fo 
forward (as I ſuppoſe ſhe will) to come to the Rendez- 
vous firſt ; for methinks I would fain view her a little. 
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Ber. Why, ſhe's about my heighth ; and very well 
ſhap'd. 

Aman. I thought ſhe had been a little crooked ? 

Ber. O no, ſhe's as ſtrait as I am. But we loſe time, 
come away. [ Exeunt, 

Enter Young Faſhion, meeting Lory, 

T. F. Well, will the Doctor come? 

Lo. Sir, I ſent a Porter to him as you order'd me. 
He found him with a Pipe of Tobacco and a great 
Tankard of Ale, which he ſaid he wou'd diſpatch while 
I cou'd tell three, and be here. 

7. F. He does not ſuſpect "twas I that ſent for bim? 

Le. Not a jot, Sir, he divines as liule for himſelf, 
as he does for other Folks. 

. F. Will he bring Nurſe with him. 

Lo. Yes. | 

T. F. That's well; where's Coupler ? 

Lo. He's half way up the Stairs taking Breath ; he 
muſt play his Bellows a little, before he can get to the 
top. 

4 Enter Coupler. 

Y. F. O here he is. Well, Old Phthiſick, the Doc- 
tor's coming. 

Coup. Wou'd the Pox had the Doctor I'm quite 
out of Wind. { To Le.] Set me a Chair, Sirrah 
Ah—[ſits down.) [To T. Faſh.) Why the Plague, can'ſt 
not thou lodge upon the Ground-Floor ? 

Z. FE. Becauſe I love to lie as near Heaven as 1 
can, 

Coup. Prithee let Heaven alone; ne'er affect tending 
that way : Thy Center's downwards, 

T. FE. That's impoſſible. I bave too much ill Luck 
in this World, to be damn'd in the next, 

Coup. Thou art out in thy Logick. Thy Major is 
true, but thy Minor is falſe ; for thou art the luckieſt 
Fellow in the Univerſe. 

T. F. Make out that. 

Coup. I'll do't : Laſt Night the Devil ran away with 
the Parſon of Fargooſe Living. 
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T. F. If he had run away with the Pariſh too, what's 
that to me? 

Coup. I'll tell thee what it's to thee. This Living is 
worth five hundred Pound a-year, and the Preſentation 
of it is thine, if thou can'ſt prove thyſelf a lawful 
Husband to Miſs Heyden. 

Y. F. Say'ſt thou ſo, my Protector! Then I cad I 
ſhall have a Brace of Evidences here preſently, 

Coup. The Nurſe and the Doctor ? 

T. F. The ſame : The Devil bimfelf won't have In- 
tereſt enough to make them withſtand it. 

Ceup. That we ſhall ſee preſently : Here they come. 
Enter Nurſe and Chaplainz they ſtart back, ſeeing 
Young Faſhion. 

Nurſe, Ah Goodneſs, Roger, we are betray'd, 

T. F. laying hold en them.) Nay, nay, neter flinck 
for the matter; for I have you ſafe. Come to your 
Trials immediately; I have no time to give you Copies 
of your Indictment. There fits your Judge. 

Both kneeling.) Pray, Sir, have Compaſſion on us, 

Nurſe, I hope, Sir, my Years will move your Pity ; 
I am an aged Woman. 

Coup. That is a moving Argument indeed, 

Coup. to Bull. Are not you a Rogue of Sanctity? 

Bull, Sir (with Reſpect to my Function) I do wear 2 
Gown. I hope, Sir, my Character will be conſider'd 
I am Heaven's Ambaſlador, 

Coup. Did not you marry this vigorous young Fellow 
10 a plump young buxom Wench, 

N. to Bull. Don't confeſs, Reger, unleſs you are hard 
put to it indeed, 

Coup. Come, out with't—Now is he chewing the Cud 
of his Roguery, and grinding a Lye between his Teeth, 

Bull, Sir, I cannot poſitively lay — I ſay, 
Sir poſitively I cannot ſay 

Coup. Come, no Equivocation, no Roman Turns up- 
on us. Conſider thou ſtand'ſt upon Proteſtant Ground, 
which will flip from under thee like a Ny Cart; for 


in this Country we haye always ten Hangmen fer one 
Jeſuit. 
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B. to Y. F. Pray, Sir, then will you but permit me 

to ſpeak one word in private with Nurſe ? 
7. F. Thou art always for doing ſomething in pri 

with Nurſe. : ; EL ED 

Coup. But pray let his Betters be ſerv'd before him for 
once. I would do ſomething in private with her my- 
ſelf ; Lory, take care of this Reverend Gownman in the 
next Room a little. Retire, Prieſt, [Exit Lo. with Bull. 

Now, Virgin, I muſt put the matter home to you a 
little: Do you think it might not be poſſible to make 
you ſpeak Truth ? 

Nurſe, Alas! Sir, I don't know what you mean by 
Truth. 
| Coup. Nay, tis poſſible thou may'ſt be a Stranger to 
it, 

YT, F. Come, Nurſe, you and I were better Friends 
when we ſaw one another laſt ; and I till believe you 
are a very good Woman in the bottom. 1 did deceiye 
you and your young Lady, tis true, but I always de- 
ſign'd to make a very good Husband to her, and to be a 
very good Friend to you. And 'tis poſlible in the end, 
ſhe might have found herſelf happier, and you richer, 
than ever my Brother will make you. 

Nurſe, Brother! Why is your Worſhip then his Lord- 
ſhip's Brother ? 

T. F. I am; which you ſhould have known, if I 


duiſt have ſtaid to have told you ; but 1 was forc'd to 


take horſe a little in haſte, you know, 

Nurſe. You were indeed, Sir ; poor young Man, how 
he was bound to ſcaure for't. Now won't your. Wor- 
| (hip be angry, it 1 confeſs the Truth to you; when I 
found you were a Cheat (with reſpe& be ir ſpoken) I 
verily believ'd Miſs bad got ſome pititul Skip-Jack Varlet 
or other to her Husband, or I had ne'er let her think of 
marrying again, 

Coup. Burt. where was your Conſcience all this while, 
Woman ? Did net that ſtare ycu in the Face with huge 
ſaucer Eyes, and a great Horn upon the Forehead ? Did 
not you think you ſhou'd be damn'd for ſuch a Sin ? 
Ha! 
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T. F. Well ſaid, Divinity, preſs that home upon 
her. 

Nurſe. Why, in good truly, Sir, I had ſome fearful 
Thoughts on':, and cou'd never be brought to conſent, 
till Mr, Bull ſaid it was a Peckadil/a, and he'd ſecure my 
Soul for a Tythe-Pig. 

Y. F. There was a Rogne for you. 

Coup, And he ſhall thrive accordingly : He ſha!l have 
a good Living, Come, honeſt Nurſe, | ſee you have 
Butter in vous Compound; you can melt, Some Com- 
paſſion 1 you can have of this handſome young Fellow. 

Nur/-, | have, ind leed, Sir; - 

N. w hy, then 1/1 tell you what you ſhall do for 
me. You know what a warm Living here is fallen; and 
that it muſt be in the Diſpoſal of him who has the Dil- 
poſal of Miſs, Now if yeu and the Doctor will agree to 
prove my MI lortiage. 1 preſent him to it, upon condi- 
tion he makes you bis Bride. 

Nurſe, Naw the b eſſing of the Lord follow your 
good Worſhip both by N Night and by Day. Let him be 
fetch'd in by the Ears; I' 11 ſoon bring his Noſe to the 
Grindſtone. 

Coup. aſide. Well ſaid, old White-Leather. Hey; 
bring in the Priſoner thave: 

Euter Lory 2 ith Bull. 

Coub. Come, advance, holy Man : Here's your Duck 
does not think fit to retire with you into the Chancel at 
this time; but ſhe has a Propoſal to make to you in the 
Face of the Congregation. Come, Nurſe, ſpeak for 
yourſelf ; you are of Age. 

Nurſe. Roger, are not vou a wicked Man, Rover, to 
ſet your ſtrength againſt a weak Woman, and perſuade 
her it was no Sin to conceal Miſs's Nuptials * My Con- 
ſcience flies in my Face for it, thou Prieft of Baal; and 
1 find by woful Experience, thy Abfolution is not worth 
an old Caſſock: therefore I am refolv'd to confeſs the 
Truth to the whole World, tho I die a Beggar for it, 
But his Worſhip overflows with his Mercy, and his Boun - 
ty : He is not only pleas'd to forgive us our Sins, but 
deſigns thou ſha't ſquat thee down in Fat-gooſe Living; 
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and which is more than all, has prevail'd with me to 
become the Wife of thy Boſom. 

J. F. All this I intend for you, Doctor. What you 
are to do for me, I need not tell ye, 

Bull. Your Worſhip's Goodneſs is unſpeakable : Yet 
there is one thing ſeems a Point of Conſcience ; and 
Conſcience is a tender Babe. 1f 1 ſhould bind myſelf, 
for the ſake of this Living, to marry Nwrſe, and main- 
tain her afterwards, I doubt it might be look'd on as a 
kind of Simony. 

Coup. riſing up.] If it were Sacrilege, the Living's 
worth it; Therefore no more words, good Doctor; but 
with the [ giving Nurſe te him] Pariſh here take 
the Parſonage-houſe. Tis true, tis a little out of Re- 
pair; ſome Dilapidations there are to be made good; 
the Windows are broke, the Wainſcot is warp'd, the 
Ceilings are peel'd, and the Walls are crack'd ; but a 
little Glaſing, Painting, Whitewaſh, and Plaiſter, will 
make it laſt thy time. 

Bull. Well, Sir, if it muſt be ſo, I ſhan't contend ; 
What Providence orders, I ſubmit to. 

Nurſe. And lo do l, with all Humility. 

Coup. Why, that now was ſpoke like good People : 
Come, my Turtle-Doves, let us go help this poor Pi- 
geon to his wand'ring Mate again ; and after Inſtitution 
and Induction, you ſhall go a Cooing together. 

[ Exeunt. 

Enter Amanda in a Scarf, &c. as juſt retury'd, 

her Woman follawing her. 

Aman. Prithee what care I who has been here? 

om. Madam, twas my Lady Bridle, and my Lady 
Tiptoe, 

Aman. My Lady Fiddle, and my Lady Faddle. What 
doſt ſtand troubling me with the Viſits of a parcel of 
impertinent Women: when they are well ſeam'd with 


_ the Small Pox, they won't be ſo fond of ſhewing their 


Faces— There are more Coquets about this Town 

Wom. Madam, I ſuppoſe, they only came to return 
your Lady ſhip's Viſit, according to the Cuſtom of the 
World, : 
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Aman. Wou'd the World were on Fire, and you in 
the middle on't. Be gone; leave me. [ Exit Vom. 
Amanda l. 

At laſt I am convinc'd. My Eyes are Teſtimonies of 
his Fallhood, 
The baſe, ungrateful, perjur'd Villain 
Good Gods !— What ſlippery Stuff are Men compos'd 
of ? 
Sure the Account of their Creation's falſe, 
And 'twas the Woman's Rib that they were form'd of. 
But why am I thus angry: : 
This poor Relapſe ſhou'd only move my Scorn. 
'Tis true : The roving Flights of his unfiniſh'd Youth, 
Had ſtrong Excuſe from the Plea of Nature: 
Reaſon had thrown the Reins looſe on his Neck, 
And flipt him to unlimited Deſire. 
If therefore he went wrong, 
He had a Claim to my Forgiveneſs, and I did him right. 
But ſince the Years of Manhood rein him in, 
And Reaſon, well digeſted into Thought, 
Has pointed out the Courſe he ought to run 
If now he ſtrays, 
Twou'd be as weak, and mean in me to pardon; 
As it has been in him t'offend. 
But hold: | 
"Tis - ill Cauſe indeed, where nothing's to be ſaid 
or't. 
My Beauty poſſibly is in the Wain ; 
Perhaps fixteen has greater Charms for him : 
Yes, there's the Secret, But let him know, 
My Quiver's not entirely empty'd yet, 
I (till have Darts, and I can ſhoot em too; 
They're not fo blunt, but they can enter ſtill ; 
The Want's not in my Power, but in my Will: 
Virtue's his Friend; or, thro' another's Heart, 
I yet cou'd fud the way to make his ſmart. X 
[Going off, ſhe meets Worthy; 
Ha! He here? Protect me Heaven, for this looks 
ominous, X . 
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Mor. You ſeem diſorder'd, Madam ; I hope there's 
no Misfortune happen'd to you ? 

Aman. None that will long diſorder me, 1 hope. 

Wor. Whate'er it be diſturbs you, I wou'd to Hea- 
ven 'twere in my power to bear the Pain, till 1 were 
able to remove the Cauſe. 

Aman. | hope ere long it will remove itſelf. At 
leaſt, I have given it warning to be gone. 

Wor. Wou'd I durſt ask, where 'tis the Thorn tor- 
ments you ? | 
Forgive me, if I you inquiſitive ; 

'Tis only with Defire to give you caſe. 

Aman. Alas! *tis in a tender Part. It can't be drawn 
without a World of Pain: Yet out it muſt ; for it be- 
gins to feſter in my Heart 

Wor. If tis the Sting of unrequited Love, remove it 
inſtantly: 

I have a Balm will quickly heal the Wound. 

Aman. You'll find the Undertaking difficult: 
The Surgeon, who already has attempted it, 
Has much tormented me. 

Wor. I'll aid him with a gentle Hand, 
If you will give me leave. 

Aman, How ſott ſoe'er the Hand may be, 
There ſtill is Terror in the Operator. 

Wor. Some few Preparatives would inake it eaſy, 
cou'd I perſuade you to apply em. Make home Re- 
flections, Madam, on your lighted Love: Weigh well 
the Strength and Beauty of your Charms: Rouze up 
the Spirit Women ought to bear, and flight your God, 
if he neglects his Angel. With Arms of Ice receive his 
cold Embraces, and keep your Fire for thoſe who come 
in Flames. Behold a burning Lover at your Feet, his 
Feyer raging in his Veins. See how he trembles, how 
he pants! See how he glows, how he conſumes! Ex- 
tend the Arms of Mercy to his Aid; bis Zeal may give 
him Title to your Pity, altho his Merit cannot claim 
your Love. 

Aman. Of all my feeble Sex, ſure I muſt be the 
weakeft, ſhou'd I again preſume to think on Love, 
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[ Sighing} — Alas my Heart has been too roughly 
treated. | 

Mor. 'Twill find the greater Bliſs in ſoſter Uſage. 

Aman. But where's that Uſage to be found? 

Wor. *Tis here, within this faichful Breaſt ; which if 
you doubt, 1']l rip it up before your Eyes; lay all its 
Secrets open to your view; and then, you'll fee "twas 
ſound. 

Aman. With juſt ſuch honeſt words as theſe, the 
worlt of Men deceiv'd me. 

Wor. He therefore merits all Revenge can do; his 
Fault is ſuch, the extent and ſtretch of Vengeance can- 
not reach it. O make me but your Inſtrument of Jul- 
tice ; you'll find me execute it with ſuch Zeal, as ſhall 
convince you, I abhor the Crime. 

Aman. The Ri zour of an Executioner, has more 
the Face of Cruelty than Juſtice ; And he who puts the 
Cord about the Wretch's Neck, is ſeldom known to 
exceed him in his Morals, 

Wor. What Proof then can I give you of my 
Truth ? | 

Aman. There is on Earth but one. 

Wor. And is that in my power: 

Aman. It is: and one that would ſo thorowly con- 
vince me, I ſhou'd be apt to rate your Heart fo high, 
I poſſibly might purchaſe't with a part of mine. 

Wor. Then Heav'n thou art my Friend, and I am 
bleſt; for if 'tis in my power, my Will I'm ſure will 
reach jt. No matter what the Terms may be, when 
ſuch a Recompence is offer'd. O tell me quickly what 
this Proof muſt be! What is it will convince you of my 
Love? 

Aman. 1 ſhall believe you love me as you ought, if 
from this moment, you forbear to ask whatever is un- 
fir for me- to grant You pauſe upon it, Su 
1 doubt, on ſuch hard Terms, a Woman's Heart is 
ſcarcely worth the having. | 

Wor. A Heart, like yours, on any terms is worth it; 
was not on that I paus'd : But I was thinking [draw- 
ing nearer 10 her.] whether ſome things there may * 
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be, rr Women cannot grant without a Bluſh, and 
* 1 Men may take without Otfence. [Taking her 
— Your Hand, I fanſy may be of the number : 
pardon me, if I commit a Rape upon it, (kiſſing it 
eagerly) and thus devour it with my Killes. TTY 
—— Heavens ! let me go, 
| or. Never, whilit I have Strength to hold 
[Forcing her to ſit down on a Conch.) My 2 
— my 8 O forgive me 
man. i | 
— — whither am I going? Help, Heaven, or 
Wer. St , thi i 
- er. Stand neuter, Gods, this once, I do invoke 
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* an. Then, ſave me, Virtue, and the Glory's 
Wor. Nay, never ſtrive. 
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Wer. LOffering again.] For Heaven's ſake 
Sm HE] Nay then Farewell. 
ore [Xneeitng, and holding by her Clothes.] O ſta 
_ ſee the Magick Force of Love: Behold FA —_ 
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rms | orgi 
4 * make him. What muſt I do to be forgiven 
Aman. Repent, and never more offend. 
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Aman. Whate'er they are, there is a weight in 
Reſolution ſufficient for their Balance. The Soul, 1 do 
confeſs, is uſually {> careleſs of its Charge, fo ſoft, 
and ſo indulgent to Deſire, it leaves the Reins in the 
wild Hand of Nature, who, like a Phaeton, drives the 
fiery Chariot, and fets the World on Flame, Yet (till 
the Sovereignty is in the Mind, whene'er it pl:aſes to 
exert its Force, Perhaps you may not think it worth 
your while, to take ſuch mighty pains for my Eſteem, 
but that 1 leave to you. 

You ſee the Price 1 ſet upon my Heart, 

Perhaps tis dear: But ſpite of all your Art, 8 

You'll find on cheaper Terms, we ne'er ſha)! part. 

| Exit Amanda, 
Worthy /olus. 

Sure there's Divinity about her; and ſhe's diſpens'd 
ſome portion on't to me. For what but now was the 
wild Flame of Love, or (to diſſect that ſpecious Term) 
the vile, the groſs Deſires of Fleſh and Blood, is in a 
moment turn'd to Adoration, The coarſer Appetite of 
Nature's gone, and 'tis, methinks, the Food of Angels 
I require ; how long this Influence may laſt, Heaven 
knows. But in this moment of my Purity, I cou'd on 
her own terms accept her Heart, Yes, lovely Woman, 
I can accept it. For now *tis doubly worth my Care, 
Your Charms are much encreas'd, fince thus adorn'd. 
When Truth's extorted from us, then we.own the Robe 
of Virtue is a graceful Habit. 

Cou'd Women but our ſecret Counſels ſcan, 

Cou'd they but reach the deep Reſerves of Man, 

They'd wear it on, that that of Love might laſt, 

For when they throw off one, we ſoon the other cat. 

Their Sympathy is ſuch | 

The Fate of one, the other ſcarce can fly; 

They live together, and together die, [Ex#. 

Enter Miſs and Nurſe. 

Miſs. But is it ſure and certain, fay you, he's my 

Lord's own Brother: 


Nurſe. As ſure, as he's your lawful Husband. 


Ai 
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Mt oo if I had known that in time, I don' 
cad 3 Me bay have kept him: For, pews Fe ont 
of this I ig _ _ gn a Husband worth — 
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Nurſe. Indeed, Madam, 
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Nurſe. O, enough's as good as a Feaſt: Beſides, 
Madam, one don't know, but as much may fall to your 
ſhare with the younger Brother, as with the elder, 
For tho theſe Lords have a power of Wealth indeed; 
yet, as I have heard ſay, they give it all to their Sluts 
and their Trulls, who joggle it about in their Coaches, 
with a Murrain to 'em, whilſt poor Madam fits ſighing 
and wiſhing, and knotting and crying, and has not a 
ſpare Half-Crown, to buy her a Praclice Piety. 

Miſs. O, but for that, don't deceive yourſelf, Nurſe, 
For this I muſt | /napping her Fingers) ſay for my Lord, 
and a — for bim; He's as free as an open Houſe 
at Chriſtmas, For this very Morning he told me, 1 
ſhou'd have two hundred a-year to buy Pins. Now, 
Nurſe, if he gives me two hundred a year to buy Pins, 
what do you think he'li give me to buy fine Petti- 
coats ? 

Nurſe Ah, my Deareſt, he deceives thee faully, and 
he's no better than a Rogue for his pains, Theſe Ton- 
doners have got a Gibberidge with em, would confound 
a Gipſey. That which they call Pin-money, is to buy 
their Wives every thing in the varſal World, down to 
their very Shoe-tyes ? Nay, I have heard Folks fay, 
That ſome Ladies, if they will have Gallants, as they 
call em, are forc'd to find them out of their Pin-money 
too. 

Miſs. Has he ſerv'd me fo, ſay ye ? Then III 
be his Wife no longer, that's fixt, Look, here he 
comes, with all the fine Folks at's heels. I Cod, Nurſe, 
theſe London Ladies will laugh till they crack again, 
to fee me flip my Collar, and run away from my 
Husband. But d'ye hear? Pray take care of one thing: 
When the Buſineſs comes to break out, be ſure you get 
between me and my Father, for you know his Tricks ; 
he'll knock me down. 

Nurſe, I' mind him, ne'er fear, Madam. 
Enter Lord Foppington, Loveleſs, Worthy, Amanda, 
and Berinthia. 

L. F. Ladies and Gentlemen, you are all welcome. 


[To Lov.] Loveleſs That's my Wife; prithee 
1 8 5 | - do 


D— — m 
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do me the favour to ſalute her: And do'ſt hear, [aſide 
to him | if thau haſt a mind to try thy Fartune, to be 
reveng'd of me, I wont take it ill, ſtap my Vitals. 

Low. You need not fear, Sir, I'm too fond of my 
own Wife, to have the leaſt Inclination for yours. 

[Al ſalute Miſs. 

Z. F. aſide.) I'd give a thouſand Paund he wou'd 
make Love to her, that he may ſee ſhe has ſenſe enough 
to prefer me to him, tho his own Wife has not: [view- 
ing him] He's a very beaſtly Fellow, in my Opinion. 

Miſs. aſide.) What a power of fine Men. there are 
in this London? He that kiſt me firſt. is a goodly Gen- 
tleman, I promife you: Sure thoſe Wives have a rare 
time on't, that live here always. 

Enter Sir Tun. with Muſicians, Dancers, &c, 

Sir Tun. Come; come in, good People, come in; 
come tune your Fiddles, tune your Fiddles. f 
To the Haut bes.] Bag. pipes, make ready there. Come, 
ſtrike up. [ Sings. 

For this is Aoyden's Wedding-day, 
And therefore we keep Holy-day, 
And come to be merry. 
Ha! there's my Wench, I'faith : Touch and take, 1'll 
warrant her; ſhe'll breed like a tame Rabbit. 

Miſs, aſide.) 1 Cod, I think my Father's go'ten drunk 
before Supper. 

Sir Tin. to Lov. and Wor, Gentlemen, you are 
welcome, [/aluting Aman. and Ber] Ladies, b 
your leave. Ha—— They bill lice Turtles, Udſookers, 
they ſet my old Blood a- fire; I ſhall cuckold ſome body 
before Morning. | 

L. F. to Sir Tun. Sir, you being Maſter of the En- 
tertainment; will you defire the Company to ſit ? 

Sir Tun, Oons, Sir, l'm the bappieſt Man on 
this fide the Ganges. | 

L. F. aſide.] This is a mighty unaccountable old Fel- 
low. [To Sir Tun.] I ſaid, Sir, it wou'd be con- 
yenient to ask the Company to ſit. on 

Sir Tun. Sit= With all my Heart: Come, take 
your places, Ladies, take your places, Gentlemen.s 
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Come, fit down, fit down; a Pox of Ceremony, take 
your places. [They fit, and the Mak Legins 


Dialogue between Cupid and Hymen. 


Cupid. . 

HOU Bane to my Empire, thou Spring of Conteſt, 
. Ihen Source of all Diſcord, thou Period to Reſt; 
Inſtruct me what Wretches in Bondage can ſee, 

That the Aim of their Life is ſtill pointed to thee. 
Hymen. 2. 
Inſtruct me, thou litile impertinent God, 
From whence all thy Subjects haue taken the Mode 
To grow fond of a Change, to whatever it be, 
And 1'll tell thee why thoſe wou'd be bound, who are 
free». 
Chorus, 
For Change. we're for Change, to whatever it be, 
We are neither contented with Freedom, nor Thee. 
Conſlancy's an empty Sound, 
Heat en, and Farth, and all go round, 
All the Works of Nature move, 
And the Foys of Life and Love 
Are m Variety, 
Cupid, 3. 
Were Love the Reward of a pains taking Life, 
— a Husband the Art to be fond of his Wife, 
Were Virtue ſo pleniy, a Wife cou'd afford, 
Theſe very hard Times, to be true to her Lord, 
Some ſpecioms account mn ght be given of thoſe, 
ho are ty'd by the Tail, to be led by the Noſe. 


; * 
But ſince tis the Fate, of a Man and his Wife, 
To conſume all their Days in Contention and Strife : 
Since whatever the Bounty of Heaven may create her, 
He's morally ſure he (hall heartily hate her, 
I think tuere much wiſer to ramble at large, 
And the Volleys of Love on the Herd to diſcharge. 


Hymers. 
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Hymen. 5. 
Some colour of Reaſon thy Counſel might bear 
Cou'd a Man have no more than his Wife to his ſhare : 
Or were I a Monarch fo cruelly juſt, ; 
To oblige a poor Wife to be true to ber Truſt ; 
But 1 have Not pretended, for many lears paſt, 
By marrying of People, to male em grow chaſte. 

6, 

T therefore adviſe thee to let me 00 on, | 
Theu'lt find I'm the Strength and Support of thy Throne 
For hadſt thou but Eyes, thou would| quickly percerve it 

Bow ſmoothly the Dart l 

Slips into the Heart 

Of a Woman that's wed, 

Whilſt the ſhiverins Maid 
Stands trembling, and wiſhing, but dare not receive it. 

| Chorus. 
For Change, &c. 


Toe Matt ended, enter Y, Faſhion, Coupler, and Bull, 

Sir Tun. So, very fine, very fine, I'faith, this is 
ſomething like a Wedding; now :f Supper were but 
ready, I'd ſay a ſhort Grace; and if 1 had ſuch a 
Bedfellow as Hoyaen to-night; I'd ſay as ſhort 
Prayers, 5 

Seeing 7. F. How now what have we got here? 
2 Ghoſt } Nay, it muſt be fo, for his Fleſh and Blood 
cou'd never have dar'd to appear before me, [To him.] 
Ah Rogue 

C. F. Stap my Vitals, Tam again? 

Sir Tun. My Lord, will you cut his Throat? Or 
ſhall I ? 2 

L. F. Leave him to me, Sir, you pleaſe, Prithee, 


Tam, be ſo ingenuous now, 75 to tell me what thy Bu- 
ſineſs is here? 


T. F. Tis with your Bride. 

L. F. Thau art the impudent'ſt Fellow that Nature 
has yet ſpawn'd into the Warld, ſtrike me ſpeechleſs. 

T. F. Why you know my Modeſty wou'd have ſtarv'd 
me; I ſent it a begging to you, and you wou'd not 
give it a Groat. Z. F. 
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L. F. And doſt thou expect by an exceſs of Aſſurance, 
to extart a Maintenance fram me? 

T. F. taking Miſs by the Hand.] 1 do intend to ex- 
tort your Miſtreſs from you, and that I hope will prove 
one. 

L. F. 1 ever thaught Neugate or Bedlam wou'd be 
his Fartune, and naw bis Fate*s decided, Prithee, Love- 
leſs, doſt know of ever a Mad Doctor hard by? 

Z. F. There's one at your Elbow will cure you pre- 
ſently. 

Zo Bull. Prithee, Doctor, take him in hand quickly. 

L. F. Shall I beg the Favour of you, Sir, to pull 
your Fingers out of my Wife's Hand? 

T. F. His Wife! Look you there; now I hope you 
are all ſatisfy'd he's mad. a 

L. F. Naw is it not paſſible far me to penetrate what 
Species of Fally it is thou art driving at. 

Sir Tun. Here, here, here, let me beat out his Brains, 
and that will decide all. ; 

T. F. No, pray, Sir, hold, we'll deſtray him pre- 
ſently according to Law. * 

Y. F. % Bull.] Nay, then advance, Doctor: come, 
you are a Man of Conſcience, anſwer boldly to the 
Queſtions I ſhall ask: Did not you marry me to this 
young Lady, before ever that Gentleman there ſaw 

er Face ? | 

Bull. Since the Truth muſt out, I did. Y 

Y. F. Nurſe, ſweet Nurſe, were not you a Witneſs 
to it? 

Nurſe, Since my Conſcience bids me ſpeak— I 
Was. 

Y. F. to Miſc.) Madam, am not I your lawful Huſ- 
band ? 

Miſs. Truly | can «tell, but vou married me firſt, 

T. F Now !'hope vou are all fari«fy'd ? 

[Sir Tun. off 1177 vo ſtrike him, is held by Lov. and Wor. 
Oons and Thunder, vou lye. 

L. F. Pray, Sir, be calm, the Battle is in diſarder, 
but requires more Canduct than Courage to rally our 
Forces, Pray, Dactar, one word with you, 

To 
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Ts Bull aſide. Look you, Sir, tho I will not preſume 
to calculate your Nations of Damnation, fram the 
Deſcription you give us of Hell, yet ſince there is at 
leaſt a paſſibility you may have a Pitchfark thruſt in your 
Back ſide, methinks it ſhou'd not be worth your while 
to riſque your Saul in the next Warld, for the ſake of a 
deggarly yaunger Brather, who is not able to make 
your Bady happy in this, | 

Bull. Alas: my Lord, I have no worldly Ends, I 
ſpeak the Truth, Heaven knows. 

L. F. Nay, prithee, never engage Heaven in the 
matter; for, by all I can ſee, 'tis like to prove a Buſineſs 
for the Devil. | 

Y. F. Come, pray Sir, all above-board, no corrupt- 
ing of Evidences ; if you pleaſe, this young Lady is my 
lawful Wife, and 1'll juſtify it in all the Courts of 
England: ſo your Lordſhip (who always had a paſſion 
for Variety) may go ſeek a new Miſtreſs if you think 

L. F. I am ſtruck dumb with his Impudence, and 
cannot paſſitively tell whether ever I ſhall ſpeak again, 
Or nat. 

Sir Tun. Then let me come and examine the Buſineſs 
a little, I'll jerk the Truth out of em preſently ; bere, 
give me my Dog-whip. 

Y. F. Look you, old Gentleman, 'tis in vain to make 
a noiſe ; if you grow mutinous, I have ſome Friends 
within call, have Swords by their Sides, above four foot 
long ; therefore be calm, hear the Evidence patiently, 
and when the Jury have given their Verdict, paſs Sen- 
tence according to Law: here's honeſt Coupler ſhall be 
Foreman, and ask as many Queſtions as he pleaſes. 

Coup. All I have to ask is, whether Nurſe perſiſts in 
her Evidence? The Parſon, I dare ſwear, will never 
flinch from his. 

Nurſe to Sir Tun. kneeling.) I hope in Heaven your 
Worſhip will paxdon me, I have ſerved you long and 
faithfully, but in this thing I was over-reach'd ; your 
Worſhip however was deceiv'd as well as I, and if the 
Wedding-Dinner had been ready, you had put Madam 
to bed with him with your own Hands, Six 
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Sir Tun. But how durſt you do this, without ac- 
quainting of me? 

Nurſe. Alas ! if your Worſhip had ſeen how the poor 
thing begg'd, and pray'd, and clung, and twin'd about 
me, like Ivy to an old Wall, you wou'd fay, I who 
had ſuckled it, and ſwaddled it, and nurſt it both wet 
and dry, muſt have had a Heart of Adamant to refuſe 
it, 

Sir Tun, Very well. 

7. F. Foreman, I expect your Verdict. 

Coup. Ladies, and Gentlemen, what's your Opi- 
nions ? 

All. A clear Caſe, a clear Caſe. | 

Coup. Then my young Folks, 1 wiſh you Joy, 

Sir Tun to I. F.] Come hither, Stripling, if it be 
true then, that thou haſt marry'd my Daughter, prithee 
tell me who thou art ? 

Y. F. Sir, the beſt of my Condition is, I am your 
Son-in-Law; and the worlt of it is, I am Brother to 
that Noble Peer there. 

Sir Tun. Art thou Brother to that Noble Peer 
Why, then that Noble Peer, and Thee, and thy Wife, 
and the Nurſe, and the Prieſt—— may all go and be 
damn'd together. [Exit Sir Tun. 

L. F. aſide] Now, for my part, I think the wiſeſt 
thing a Man can do with an aking Heart, is to put on a 
ſerene Countenance; for a Philoſophical Air is the moſt 
becoming thing in the World to the Face of a Perſon 
of Quality: 1 will therefore bear my Diſgrace like a 
Great Man, and let the People ſee I am above an 
Affront. 

To V. F.] Dear Tam, ſince Things are thus fallen 
aut, prithee give me leave to wiſh thee Jay, I do it de 
bon Cœur, ſtrike me dumb: you have marry'd a Wo- 
man beautiful in her Perſon, Charming in her Ayres, 
Prudent in her Canduct, Canſtant in her Inclinations, 
and of a nice Marality, ſplit my Wind-pipe. 

. F. Your Lordſhip may keep up your Spirits with 
your Grimace if you pleaſe, 1 ſhall ſupport mine with 
this Lady, and two thouſand Pound a- year. 
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Taking Miſs.) Come, Madam : | 
We once again you fee, are Man and Wife, 
And now, perhaps, the Bargain's ſtruck for Life : 
If I miſtake, and we ſhou'd part again, 
At leaſt you ſee you may bave choice of Men: 
Nay, ſhou'd the War at length ſuch Havock make, 
That Lovers ſhou'd grow ſcarce, yet for your ſake, 
Kind Heaven always will preſerve a Beau, 

Pointing to L. Fop. ] You'll find his Lordſhip ready 
{to come to. 


L. F. Her Lady ſnip ſhall ſtap my Vitals if 1 do. 
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DIS ny: DOHSES 
a PI LO OG UE. 


Spoken by Lord Foppington. 


Gentlemen and Ladies, 


'\{ HESE People have regal'd you here to-day 

(In my Opinion) with a ſaucy Play 

n which the Author does preſume to- ſhew, 

hat Coxcomb, ab Origine=—— was Beau. 

Truly 1 think the thing of ſo much weight, 

That if ſome ſharp Chaſtiſiment ben't his Fate, 5 
Gad's Curſe it may in time deſtroy the State. 

hold no one its Friend, I muſt confeſs, 

Who wou'd diſcauntenance you Men of Dreſs. 

Far give me leave t' abſerve, good Clothes are Things 
Have ever been of great ſupport to Kings; 

All Treaſens come fram Slovens, it is not 

Within the reach of gentle Beaux to lat; 

They have no Gall, no Spleen, no Teeth, no Stings, 


Of a'l Gad's Creatures, the moſt harmleſs Things. 
Thro' all Recard, no Prince was ever ſlain, 


By one who had a Feather in his Brain. 

They're Men of too refin'd an Education, N | 
To ſquabble with a Court fer a vile dirty Nation. 
I'm very paſitive you never ſaw 
A thro' Republican a finiſh'd Beau. 

Nor truly ſhall you very often ſee 

A Jacobite much better dreſt than he : 

In ſhart, thro all the Courts that I have been in, 
Your Men of Miſchief=—— flill are in faul Linen. 


Did 
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Did ever one yet dance the Ty burn Jigg. 

Mith a free Air, or a well-pawder'd Wigg £ 

Did ever Hig'-way: Men yet bid you fand, 

With a ſweet baway Snufſ-bax in his Hand ? 

Ar do you ever find they att your Purſe 

As Men of Breeding do — Ladies, Gad's Curſe, 
This Author is a Dag, and 'tis not fit 

You ſhou d allow him ev'n one grain of Writ : 

To which, that his pretence may ne er be nam'd, 
My humble Motion is—— he may be damn'd. 


